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Chapter 1: In Light of What’s Happened 


It was a warm evening, beautiful and dark. The last of the day’s heat 
was drifting up from the ground as it lay beneath a star-studded, velvet 
sky. For Remus Lupin, it should have been the perfect summer 
evening. But on this night, the quiet and moonless beauty did not 
soothe him. He was blind to all but a single truth: Sirius Black was 
dead. 

Remus stood alone outside the village, atop the hill overlooking the 
Shrieking Shack. As his eyes rested upon the decaying structure, his 
mind raced and his heart was crushed by grief. There’s nothing you 
can do, Harry... nothing... He’s gone... 

His own words ricocheted around inside his skull. He had uttered them 
just hours ago to a shocked and heartbroken boy, but it was a useless 
consolation that brought no relief to Harry, or to himself. 

He made his way down the hill carefully, using the available cover of 
trees and shrubs to make himself as inconspicuous as possible. The 
last thing he needed was to be seen. 

Voldemort and his followers were doing everything within their power 
to upset the stealth operations of the Order, and Remus was likely to 
be high on their list of targets. His name, associated with his peculiar 
affliction, need only be whispered within the magical community and 
he would instantly become as ineffectual to the Order as Sirius had 
been. Sirius... 

Their number was small enough as it was. If he somehow 
compromised the Order he would never forgive himself — not to 
mention he would have to answer to Moody. Even in his raging grief 
Remus understood the imperative of avoiding that sort of 
confrontation. 

Reaching the back wall of the shack he stood silently, listening for any 
sound within. Normally he would have Apparated directly inside, but 
not knowing for certain the condition of the interior he feared drawing 
attention to himself if he crashed into something — or worse, fell 
through the potentially rotting floor. 

He pulled his wand from his robe sleeve and pressed the tip through a 
knothole, then whispered Lumos. Squinting through a crack in the 
rough siding, the dimly lit room beyond was revealed to be as he had 
last seen it, and the floor looked stable enough to hold his weight. A 
second later, he was inside. 

He knew it was not wise to be there. The rest of the Order would notice 
his absence. There would be questions. But hehad to come. Odd as it 
might seem, this moldy, dilapidated shack was still the only safe place 
Remus knew to endure his private pain. He had not felt the need in 


many years, but tonight...tonight he was driven to return. 

Although he knew the way, Remus used the faint glow from his wand 
to light his way as he made the climb up the crumbling stairs. The old 
four-poster was still there. The tattered bed coverings were tangled 
and disheveled, lasting physical evidence of the events that took place 
here two years ago. Soft floorboards creaking beneath his worn shoes, 
Remus crossed the room and sat on the edge of the sagging bed. 

He took a deep breath as the memories began to surge forward. Some 
were distant, some more recent, all laced with pain. He laid back and 
closed his eyes. Flashes of the feral emotions he had felt within these 
walls blinded his mind’s eye...vicious hatred, destructiveness, 
bloodlust, sickening fantasies of devouring children and corpses. The 
echo of howling rang in his ears. Disconnected visions of splintering 
furniture, biting his own hands and arms, clawing at his own chest. 
Remus screwed his eyes closed tighter, trying vainly to shut out the 
inescapable truth. He was a werewolf. A monster. An abomination. A 
failure. 

It had been most difficult to bear in his youth. There were so many 
times he had wished not to go on. Death always held the promise of 
sweet release from the misery that was his existence. It was shameful 
to think what his parents had endured on his account, how he had 
sometimes treated them, how he had dashed so many hopes. Their 
dreams of raising a healthy son and productive member of society 
were destroyed the moment he received the bite. He would never be 
more than a disgraceful burden. 

But then the unexpected had happened. The dedication and 
compassion of Albus Dumbledore had completely changed the 
direction of his life. The werewolf Remus Lupin had been allowed to 
attend school at Hogwarts. 

And his improved fortune did not end there. He actually made friends. 
For the first time since the bite, he’d been accepted. He had found 
brothers. There were no words to describe the joy and sense of 
belonging those bonds of brotherhood had given him. They were a 
team... 

For a few moments, Remus’s thoughts drifted back through happier 
times. The adventures, the camaraderie, and the laughter. He could 
see his mates very clearly — young and confident, bold and fearless, 
irresistibly drawn to mischief and excitement. Their futures had been 
as bright as a silver Sickle. But not anymore. 

As of tonight, only two of the brotherhood of four remained, and in his 
opinion those who survived were the least deserving — a shunned 
beast, and disgusting, cringing, traitorous Wormtail, servant of the 
Dark Lord. The two clever, handsome, normal ones were dead. How 
had it all come undone? 


Remus sighed. He knew he was being just plain maudlin now. In 
reality he had been without his emotional safety net — that 
brotherhood he had cherished — for a very long time. All had been 
lost, one way or another, in the chain of events that began on that 
historic Halloween night nearly 15 years ago. Voldemort had killed 
James, Sirius had ‘killed’ Peter, and then Sirius had been sent to 
Azkaban. Leaving Remus on his own again. 

And again, the unexpected happened. Two years ago, in this very 
room, he’d had a glad reunion with his long lost friend. He discovered 
the truth about Sirius Black and their friendship had been restored, 
given a new life. But it was a short life. Now Sirius was dead. He’d 
just...disappeared beyond the veil, and there was no hope of another 
unexpected reunion. 

A new wave of anguish radiated through him. It’s my fault...all of it. He 
had tried to explain it to Harry, Hermione, and Ron the night Sirius had 
cornered Wormtail. “None of this could have happened if | hadn’t been 
bitten...and if | hadn’t been so foolhardy...” But by then it was too late. 
It didn’t matter. The die was already cast. 

It was so tragic and unfair...and on so many levels. Why, why, 

why’? Sirius did not deserve that fate, did not deserve sucha 
senseless, empty death. 

If he could, Remus would have traded places without hesitation. Sirius 
had paid his dues. He’d paid with years of suffering, resisting 
madness, waiting for revenge and restitution. Remus struggled to 
connect the jumped up, smirking young Sirius of his memory to the 
hard-edged, unfulfilled man that had fallen so gracefully into death 
tonight. He could not take it in. 

Opening his eyes, he stared at the peeling paint on the ceiling. He was 
going to miss Sirius terribly. Far worse now than if he’d never escaped 
from Azkaban. He had confided in virtually no one during his adult life. 
Instead he’d bottled it all up — all his hopes and dreams, his selfish 
and frightening desires, his deepest fears. And while there hadn't been 
much leisure to talk or reminisce, the two old friends had carved out a 
few evenings by the kitchen fire in number twelve, with a bottle of gin 
and a lot of ground to cover. They had both confessed a lot dark 
secrets...and even darker thoughts. 

Sirius understood. Although he was an animal by choice, he’d spent 
many years in that form, eluding the probing senses of the Dementors. 
Sirius knew well the schism such an animal existence created within 
the soul. The effects of his imprisonment were as indelible as Remus’s 
curse, and it had been such a relief for both to express it without the 
fear of judgment. 

But Sirius had been unique in his perspective; it was inconceivable that 
anyone else would be willing or capable of understanding. No, he was 


on his own yet again... 

Remus pressed the dampness from his eyes with the heels of his 
hands. He had to let go of the pain or else run the risk of that negative 
energy converting to dangerous instincts. The constant struggle was 
exhausting but he had no choice. The monster...the thing within him 
was fused irrevocably to his humanity. 

The others perceive me as kind, plain, soft-spoken, calm. They think 
I’m ‘nice.’ Remus laughed bitterly. But anyone who cared to look 
closely would see the traces of savagery | cannot hide. | must take 
care...keep my distance. Particularly in light of what’s happened... 
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Chapter 2: The Blood of Bella 


Remus had been lying there long enough to fall into a light sleep, and 
incongruent thoughts had begun to float in and out of his head. Eerie 
vignettes in which people and animals displayed behavior that made 
no sense. A goblin walking an owl on a leash; Harry and Ron laughing 
and throwing Cornish Pixies at a dart board; Snape swimming ina 
river that had somehow become eternity. 

These bizarre scenes could change instantly, influenced by the 
slightest sound — from inside the shack, from the village, or from 
somewhere in the heart of the night. Sounds he could detect by his 
unnaturally keen hearing. 

Remus was vaguely aware that he’d slowly sunk into the damp, 
molding mattress. If he actually gave a damn about anything he might 
have been disgusted, but in this dream state he preferred instead to 
hope it would finish the job and swallow him entirely. He was so, so 
tired, and truly didn’t care if he rotted along with the bedding... 
Despite the fatigue, he was jerked suddenly from his haze by a sound 
he recognised. A slight crackling noise; it sounded like very dry 
kindling burning at the bottom of a well. Then he heard the 
unmistakable and diplomatic sound of a throat being cleared. It could 
mean only one thing. 

Remus lifted his arm and surreptitiously dragged his robe sleeve 
across his face, erasing the last damning evidence of the tears he had 
shed. Sitting up, he found himself looking directly into the ghostly silver 
face of Alous Dumbledore. 

The headmaster did not require a fireplace or floo powder to 
communicate; he had abilities and powers that stretched far beyond 
the ordinary. Dumbledore allowed Remus a moment to collect himself 
before he spoke. 

“Please forgive the intrusion, Remus. The Order has assembled. If you 
would be so kind as to return, we will begin.” 

Remus stood quickly and ran a hand through his graying hair before 
adjusting his tattered robes. “Of course — of course. I’m sorry. |I—” 
“There is no need for explanations. It has been an exceedingly difficult 
night. But perhaps, after the Order has met, | might have a private 
word?” 

“Certainly, sir.” Remus gave a slight nod of acknowledgement. 

“We shall see you shortly, then,” said Dumbledore, with a smile that 
did not reach his eyes. With a faint snap, Dumbledore’s face 
disappeared and the crackling noise with it. 

*** Remus had stolen quietly inside number twelve and managed to 
slip into an empty chair at the meeting without being noticed by 


anyone. Anyone, that is, except Dumbledore. While the rest of the 
Order had spoken to each other in strained voices, discussing the 
death, steely blue eyes had settled upon the late arrival. Dumbledore 
conducted the meeting with an economy of discussion and 
assignments. He had assumed responsibility for giving the full account 
of how Sirius had died, sparing Remus the anguish of retelling what he 
had seen as the nearest eyewitness. The memory of Harry screaming 
for his godfather was a grief too near to Remus’s heart for a public 
speech. During the moments Dumbledore had spoken of his old friend, 
Remus clung to the unfailing kindness the headmaster had always 
shown him. 

When the meeting was adjourned, Remus remained seated as the 
others slowly filed out — he knew Dumbledore expected him to stay 
behind. Arthur and Molly stopped near his chair to express their 
regrets, Molly’s eyes tearing up as she reached out and patted his 
shoulder. Remus knew she and Sirius had never got on well, making 
her sensitivity at that moment all the more meaningful. 

With the room now mostly cleared out, Dumbledore motioned at 
Remus to join him in his makeshift office, a small room off the far end 
of the kitchen, and he obliged. Once they were each seated on either 
side of the battered desk, Dumbledore closed the door with a nearly 
imperceptible tap of his wand. Unsure of himself in the silence, Remus 
spoke first. 

“What might | do for you, sir?” 

“That is precisely the question | intended to ask you,” said 
Dumbledore. 

“For me? Nothing. It is Harry who needs the attention now. He must be 
in shock.” 

“Alas, he is indeed. The boy has suffered much. Too much, I’m afraid. | 
have already been to see him.” 

Remus studied Dumbledore as he spoke, believing he had never seen 
the older wizard quite like this — looking so tired and morose. 

“How is Harry, really? | mean, is he—” Remus wasn’t sure what to ask. 
He already knew the boy was not all right — what was the point in 
asking that? 

“He is upset and in pain. He is feeling—” Dumbledore paused, “rather 
angry at present. Although it means very little to him now, he is young 
and strong. He will recover. He must.” 

“| would like your permission to visit him, sir, as soon as possible,” 
Remus said. Since they had become separated at the Ministry he had 
wanted to speak with Harry, to comfort him. He felt a strange urge to 
apologise to Harry for having survived instead of Sirius. 

“In light of what’s happened, | think not, Remus.” Over his half-moon 
spectacles, Dumbledore leveled his gaze at the werewolf. “You must 


look after yourself first.” 

“What can you mean? | don’t understand.” Remus was beginning to 
feel uncomfortable under Dumbledore’s amiable scrutiny. He had 
never expected that his request to see Harry would be refused. 

“It is true that tonight, Harry lost a beloved godfather. But you? You 
lost a friend — a brother — for the second time. Your feelings of guilt 
and isolation, | suspect, are nearly intolerable to you.” 

Remus dropped his head to stare at the overly worn shoes on his feet. 
When he did not respond, Dumbledore went on. 

“We cannot always see in ourselves that which is so obvious to others, 
Remus. Yours is a constant struggle, a drain on your will and 
perseverance. And now you have the additional burden of enduring the 
death of your friend. Please pardon the necessity for such candor, but 
under the circumstances | feel your ability to maintain control over your 
—tendencies — is questionable.” 

Remus dragged his eyes from his shoes back to Dumbledore’s face. 
“Are you turning me out, then? Am | being excused from the Order?” 
He’d had a nagging fear that this might happen. 

“Of course not, Remus. You are a highly valued contributor to our 
efforts. But a great potential exists that the Order could be further 
compromised by recklessness, however well meaning the intentions. 
Sirius seethed with frustration and discontent and his inability to 
master his feelings directly contributed to his death. It would be a pity if 
the same fate were to befall you.” 

“But it’s been years since I’ve hunted — since I’ve — killed anyone. 
But still you do not trust me?” Remus felt a pang of hurt at 
Dumbledore’s implication. 

“Remus, Remus,” said Dumbledore, as he raised a calming hand. “It is 
not the part of you sitting before me now that | do not trust. But there is 
another creature that shares your mind and body; a creature that is not 
bound by wisdom or morality. It is that indivisible part of you that | do 
not trust. And | sense it is near.” 

Remus fell silent. There was no argument he could make. Dumbledore 
was, as usual, quite correct. The monster was very near and it was 
taking almost all of the strength Remus had to keep it at bay. 

“You must also consider, Remus,” Dumbledore continued, “that with 
Sirius dead, you will likely be the next target of the Death Eaters.” 

“| suspected as much, yes,” Remus replied. 

“They must not be allowed to achieve their aims, Remus. Your 
reputation, your credibility, your very life is at stake. You must not 
succumb to temptation — not now,” Dumbledore said gravely. 
“Bellatrix Lestrange will answer for her actions; the death of Sirius 
Black will not go unpunished. However, we cannot allow ourselves to 
be distracted by the need for revenge.” Dumbledore’s voice was heavy 


with meaning. 

“| understand you perfectly, sir,” Remus replied. He knew better than to 
say another word. 

“Excellent. Now, | suggest that you get some rest. Severus has 
rebrewed your Wolfsbane potion and included aca/ming agent, at my 
request.” 

“Thank you, sir. If there’s nothing else then, | do believe | will retire.” 
“Good night, Remus,” said Dumbledore, never removing his eyes from 
the younger man’s face. 

How lovely. So now | am to be drugged into a stupor to protect the 
Order from my dangerous behaviour. What the hell am | actually good 
for, then? Remus wondered bitterly as he wearily trod the stairs to his 
room. 

As he entered the small room, he noticed immediately that 
Dumbledore was as good as his word — and quite serious about the 
potion. A jar containing a fresh supply stood upon the bedside table. 
He ignored it. 

Moving to his battered trunk, Remus opened it and removed another 
jar of Wolfsbane. He rummaged around until he retrieved another, 
smaller jar which contained a glowing pale pink powder, and an old 
wooden goblet. He removed the lid from the potion jar and poured a 
measure into the goblet. He then added a pinch of the powder to the 
Wolfsbane. The potion in the goblet bubbled for a few seconds and 
then hissed itself silent. 

Remus found it odd, in a way, that no one had noticed he aged himself 
deliberately — although he felt sure Dumbledore must certainly realise 
it. Since werewolves possess an amazing power for physical 
regeneration, if he did not affect a change in his appearance, he would 
look remarkably younger. He was, for all practical purposes, immortal. 
The graying hair and slow formation of wrinkles over time were all due 
to the aging powder he’d been taking for many years. He simply added 
it to the potion now, as both were equally unpalatable, and he could 
have it over with. He choked down the horrible brew and set his goblet 
aside. 

He changed out of his robes and prepared to retire, finally laying his 
weary body down on the narrow bed. 

As he hovered near sleep, Remus’s mind wandered. He did not wish 
to defy his benefactor, or betray his trust. But a life debt was just that. 
Killing Bella was something he owed Sirius, owed to the friend who 
had saved him from himself a hundred times in their youth. There 
would be no hope of comfort until that debt was paid. 

In spite of Dumbledore’s wishes, | will kill her. 

He already had a plan. He would wait for a full moon and then lure her 


to a prearranged meeting — but not as himself of course. She would 
be trapped and forced to watch him transform. Then he would tear her 
throat out before devouring her beating heart. 

Instinctively, he salivated as he imagined the taste of her blood — 
warm and sweet and metallic. 

It was only what she deserved. 
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Chapter 3: Transitions 


Remus was bunched up on the platform along with the others. While 
the rest chatted idly, he was consumed by his own thoughts. This 
would be his first opportunity to see Harry since Sirius’s death, as 
Dumbledore had steadfastly denied his requests to visit or even 
contact the boy. 

Does he truly believe | would harm Harry? Remus mused. No, it can’t 
be that; Dumbledore knows | would choose death first. God help me if | 
should ever lose that scrap of dignity. No — but I’ve been in such a 
right state since Sirius died that he’s afraid | can’t hold on, and that 
Harry will see me for what | am — a monster with a penchant for 
bloodlust. 

Remus was already on thin ice by not taking the calming Wolfsbane 
potion as ordered. And while the limitations Dumbledore had placed on 
him regarding Harry were frustrating, it was wisest not to fight against 
them openly. 

At least Dumbledore had permitted him to accompany the group today. 
For Harry, it was definitely a matter of safety in numbers — safety 
even from Remus himself, if necessary. 

Remus straightened up and squared his shoulders as he felt a touch of 
nerves creeping in. The Hogwarts Express was surely approaching 
Platform 9-3/4. He just didn’t know what to expect from Harry. Does 
Harry blame me somehow? How can | possibly make it up to 

him? Should | apologise? Should | mention Sirius or let it go for now? 
He knew he was exercising his imagination over nothing. With such a 
crowd assembled to greet him, Harry would not be accessible for a 
meaningful conversation. No doubt that had been Dumbledore’s plan 
from the beginning. 

He waited anxiously and as he stood there — his long, threadbare 
overcoat covering a shabby jumper and trousers — he was miserably 
aware that he was dressed too warmly. It was late June after all, and 
the sunlight streaming through the glass station ceiling was having a 
decided greenhouse effect. 

But he had little choice. The aging powder was only effective on his 
hair and face, leaving his lean physique as powerful and youthful as 
ever. The thick layers of baggy clothing helped to hide these details — 
along with the numerous scars that disfigured his arms and chest. It 
was an unfortunate necessity. 

In an effort to take his mind off his discomfort, Remus focused instead 
on the prismatic sparkle of Tonks’s brightly coloured hair in the 
sunlight. 

She stood slightly ahead of him and to his right, and as the breeze 


shifted he caught the scent of raspberries drifting from her. It was an 
interesting contrast; such a natural scent combined with such an 
unnatural look. But then there were no plain or simple ways to describe 
her. 

Remus found himself strangely fascinated by Tonks — and not simply 
because Metamorphmagi were extremely rare. There was something 
else, something he couldn't quite define. Over recent months, he had 
come to recognise a growing curiosity about her. It was almost 
predatory. And it was all Sirius’s fault. During one of their drunken 
secret-fests, Sirius had made a roguish and unforgettable 
suggestion... 

Remus had returned from his shift on watch and found a restless Sirius 
still up and stewing alone in the kitchen. Hours later, the two men sat 
across from each other at the kitchen table, sharing a bottle. Neither 
knew the time; it was late but it didn’t matter. 

A few of the guard were staying in the house but they had all retired at 
a reasonable hour. The two friends leaned back in their chairs — 
joking, reminiscing, confessing — all the while thinking they'd kept it 
quiet enough. But the shots they’d belted made them poor judges and 
it wasn't long before someone was awakened by their hoots and 
laughter. 

Tonks wandered into the kitchen from the hall, rubbing her eyes and 
shuffling along sleepily. Ever the eclectic dresser, she was Clad in a 
skintight bright yellow singlet, red plaid lounge trousers, and fuzzy 
leopard print slippers. Her bubble gum-pink hair stuck out in every 
direction. 

She barely had time to utter, “What are you lot doing?” when her 
slipper caught on an uneven edge of the flagstone floor. This sent her 
hurtling unceremoniously toward Remus. 

As she fell into him, his wolfish reflexes allowed him to catch her 
before her knees hit the ground. He effortlessly dragged her up, 
twisting her into his lap. 

“God bless me for a clumsy fool,” she said breathlessly. “Sorry. Are 
you all right?” 

“From the looks of it, I'd say he’s more than all right,” said Sirius, his 
eyes bright with alcohol and mischief. 

Tonks didn’t seem to catch his implication but Remus knew instantly 
what Sirius was up to. Remus shifted self-consciously in his chair. 
Tonks seemed to realise quite suddenly that she was sitting ona 
man’s lap and popped to her feet. 

“| think | should be off to bed. Sorry again, Remus,” she said, 
completely flustered as she made to leave the kitchen. 

“Didn't you come down here for something? Or was it merely to sit on 
my good friend’s — er — lap?” asked Sirius, his face split in an evil 


grin. 

“Oh yeah,” said Tonks, stopping in her tracks and blushing slightly. “I 
just wanted some milk.” She hurriedly doubled back and set about 
pouring herself a glass. 

Remus deliberately picked at a missing chunk of wood in the surface 
of the table, rather than look his friend in the eye at that moment. 
Although he made no sound, Remus sensed that Sirius was laughing 
— making the most of an awkward situation. 

With her milk in hand, Tonks headed for the door. “Good night, lads,” 
she said, without looking back. As soon as she had disappeared up 
the stairs, Sirius burst out laughing. 

“Now why'd you have to go and chase her off?” said Sirius. It was clear 
that as far as he was concerned, this was a golden moment. 

“Chase her off? | didn’t. |— | don’t know what you mean,” said Remus, 
picking at the table again. 

“l wouldn't be so quick to ignore a girl like that, if | were you,” Sirius 
went on. “She’s got special talents, you know.” 

In spite of his will, Remus blushed like a schoolboy. “And you’ve got no 
boundaries, Black. You’re barking—” 

“Listen mate, it’s for your own good. She’s in the family and all, but no 
one knows for sure what a Metamorphmagus can do — what they can 
choose to be. Maybe she can do semi-human transformations too,” he 
said slyly, “something anatomically suited to a certain wolfman | 
know?” 

Sirius was outrageous. He was thoroughly pleased with himself and 
very keen on his friend’s embarrassment. 

“You're twisted and horrible, you know that Black? Truly detestable.” 
“Am | now.” 

Remus smiled fleetingly as he recalled the strikingly immature moment 
he had shared with his friend. One could always count on Sirius Black 
to raise the most inappropriate — but intriguing — questions. 

Remus allowed the image of Sirius’s cheerful, mocking face to linger in 
his mind. Sirius. Then came the depressingly familiar stab of loss and 
he felt his positive energy begin to dissolve. 

As he pulled himself back together, Remus realised he was still staring 
at Tonks. / can only hope she doesn’t remember anything Sirius said 
that night, he thought. Such an association is completely out of the 
question. It was just a fool’s bit of fun but it might prove difficult to work 
together if she misunderstood. He did not have long to consider it. 

At that moment, Harry, Ron, Hermione, and Ginny streamed through 
the magical barrier, scattering his thoughts. Molly called to her children 
and as they drew near to the group, Remus’s courage returned. 

“Hello, Harry,” said Remus. 

“Hi,” said Harry. “I didn’t expect.... What are you all doing here?” 


“Well,” said Lupin with a slight smile, “we thought we might have a little 
chat with your aunt and uncle before letting them take you home.” 
Harry’s guard proceeded to confront the Dursleys. They all felt that, in 
light of what’s happened, it was important to give Harry some comfort 
and control over his situation this time around — something they had 
failed so miserably to do last summer. 

lt had been prearranged that Arthur Weasley and Moody would do the 
talking. Since Arthur had the most experience with Muggles, he was 
the natural choice; Moody, with his magical eye, was mainly for 
intimidation and to leave a lasting impression — rather like the good 
cop/bad cop psychology used by Muggle police. Although Remus did 
chime in with a threat or two, the strategy had suited him very well, as 
he generally preferred the role of observer. 

In the end, Harry’s aunt and uncle were suitably unnerved by the 
craggy old Auror’s attitude and appearance. Remus noted that the 
unfortunate cousin Dudley was too dim to utter a word and spent the 
tense moments attempting to hide behind his parents. 

All too soon it was time for Harry to go. “Take care, Harry,” said Lupin 
quietly. “Keep in touch.” Although Harry did not reply, it seemed that 
the boy had been overwhelmed by the sentiment of their presence 
there. 

In those few moments, it was all too clear to Remus the many layers of 
hell that Harry had endured already in his life. He was being forced 
back to Privet Drive to live with people that hated him, unable to 
perform any magic, with nothing and no one to distract him from 
devastating memories. 

The injustice only served to fuel the hatred in Remus’s heart. 
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Chapter 4: Secrets of the Flesh 


Another full moon had passed without incident, but only just. With each 
cycle it was becoming exponentially more difficult for Remus to resist 
the madness and burning need to transform. But the Wolfsbane potion 
was, for the most part, still effective. 

However, with his emotions in such a fevered state, combined with 
how long it had been since he had made a kill, Remus was quickly 
approaching his limit of endurance. 

He had even condescended to take the Wolfsbane with the calming 
agent lately, desperate for any means to fight it off. The next moon 
would likely prove to be the breaking point if he didn’t seek one of his 
two options. 

The first option was to get help. Without Sirius, however, this was 
impossible. Sirius had not left his side during the last several cycles. 
Remus had not even had to ask. Sirius had recognised the familiar 
signs of growing danger, roiling just beneath the surface of his 
otherwise calm friend. He was watchful and silently supportive as he 
accepted the same duty he had performed countless times over the 
years of their friendship. 

But now that Sirius was gone, Remus had no one he could trust with 
such a personal matter. Naturally Dumbledore had seen to it that the 
members of the Order were made aware of Remus’s special nature, so 
theoretically he had nothing to hide. And yet he could never willingly 
expose this part of himself to an outsider. It was too shameful, too 
ugly. 

There had only been three other times in his life when the need had 
become this consuming. In each of those cases, release had only 
been found through a fresh kill. Remus wanted Bellatrix Lestrange to 
be that kill. She would unknowingly help him pay his debt to Sirius 
while at the same time neutralise his lust for blood. 

So far he hadn’t had the opportunity to put his entire plan in place; he 
needed more time to execute it properly. He would have to get it in 
order soon — and absolutely before the next full moon — otherwise he 
might lose control and claim an innocent. Although such a death might 
not be readily attributed to him, it would be intolerable to his 
conscience. 

And Dumbledore was watching for any sign of weakness. In light of 
what’s happened, it would not require magic to connect a desperate 
werewolf with an unexplained mutilated corpse. 

For now, Remus had to focus on his responsibility to the Order. Moody 
had cornered him earlier and questioned him intensely, but discreetly, 
about how he was managing. Was he fit? Was he taking the proper 


potion? Was he in control? Remus endured the personal infringement 
as Moody’s magical eye had examined every shadow, line, and 
expression on his face. 

Apparently he was still deemed capable, since Moody had assigned 
him to a reconnaissance mission set for that night. He was to be 
partnered with someone and they would be flying out to check on a 
farmhouse rumoured to be in use by Death Eaters for meetings, 
strategic planning, and Muggle torture. It was going to be a long night. 
Remus descended the stairs, broomstick in his right hand and his 
seedy black robes covering the usual jumper and trousers. He’d have 
worn the overcoat under his robes as well, as he suspected it might 
get cold late tonight — especially in flight. But he couldn’t sacrifice the 
maneuverability. 

He reached the landing and as he turned toward the entryway, there 
stood his partner for the mission. Tonks. Remus felt a momentary twist 
in his gut, wondering why of all the possible companions it would have 
to be her. 

The two of them alone, all night, in the dark. Inwardly steeling himself 
to the task, he assumed a casual demeanor. 

“Ah, Nymphadora. | see you have chosen the short straw as well.” 
“Ugh. Why you insist on calling me that name is beyond me—’” Tonks 
grated under her breath, “you know | hate it.” 

“Yes, | know you hate it,” Remus conceded, hoping it seemed like 
humour. He was just feeling a bit uneasy and trying to even things out. 
“You really shouldn’t needle the person that’s going to cover your 
back, Remus,” she said tartly, still fastening her robes. 

“That’s a point. So are you ready Tonks?” 

“Sure thing,” she said enthusiastically. As she raised her broomstick to 
waggle it in the air, she smacked the old mounted head of a house elf 
on the wall behind her. She cringed and turned a shade pinker. 

“Then let’s be getting on with it,” said Remus, hopeful that he’d make it 
back in one piece. 

It was a beautiful night for flying. Remus was almost able to enjoy the 
waning moon, knowing he had a few weeks to rest before it would be 
full again. They were traveling low but fast. 

As the broom flies, the entire distance was only about eighty miles — 
so there was no sense in climbing high for that distance. He and Tonks 
rotated the lead, each scanning as much as they could in every 
direction. 

Finding their destination shouldn't be difficult. Moody had provided a 
few easily distinguishable landmarks to assist them in its location. 
They were to head out West from London, toward Wiltshire. Once 
they’d come upon Stonehenge, they would fly due North. The 


farmhouse was exactly ten miles into the Salisbury Plain, near an oak 
grove and a large pond. 

Remus spied the historic stone circle below. Even from their height, 
Remus could see the eerie, long shadows the structure cast in the 
moonlight. He shouted to Tonks. She nodded and turned her broom 
sharply to the right. Remus followed closely behind. They flew a bit 
further at that speed but soon slowed. The glow from the lighted street 
grids of small villages became dimmer as they passed into the Plain. 
There were fewer and fewer dots of light. 

A dark patch loomed ahead to the left. As they drew near, Remus 
could make out the pond just ahead. He called to Tonks and indicated 
that he wanted each of them to arc around either side before choosing 
where to land. They would meet in the middle on the other end. 
Caution was in order. Chances were that if the Death Eaters were 
indeed active here, there would be a sentinel. 

Tonks had reached the other side first. When Remus caught up with 
her, she was hovering in place in the slight breeze. “The house is dark, 
can’t be sure, but it appears to be empty at present,” said Tonks. 
“What do you think? Did you see a good landing spot?” said Remus, 
his hoarse voice even quieter than usual. 

“Here’s what I’m thinking. | saw a huge tree, standing just near the 
house. | say we land in it and have a listen, you know, see if anyone’s 
at home,” Tonks’s heart-shaped face lit up with a grin. 

“What makes you think we'll be able to hear anything from way up in 
the tree? It’s not like they'll speak up for us,” said Remus. 

“Well you’re the one with a wolf's hearing, right? At least that’s what 
Moody’s always saying,” she said challengingly. “And me? I’ve brought 
along something to do the trick.” At that, Tonks fished inside the pocket 
of her robes and pulled out what appeared to be a mass of flesh- 
coloured string. 

“What is that?” Remus asked suspiciously. 

“Extendable Ears — at least that’s what the Weasley twins called 
them,” she said brightly. “One of their inventions, they said. | caught 
them once, trying to listen in on a meeting with these and naturally | 
confiscated them. | figured they might come in handy one day and 
reckoned this might be it,” she said with a hint of mischief. 

Remus was impressed — and distinctly reminded that she was, in fact, 
an Auror. He also realised, then, that he had a tendency to dismiss her 
as sort of clumsy and daft. But she’d had the foresight to bring these 
things on the mission and it was very clever indeed. Sirius had warned 
him about being too quick to ignore Tonks and perhaps it was good 
advice after all. 

When he didn’t respond, Tonks continued. “But if you don’t think it'll 
work we can—” 


“No, no — you’re the professional. | think it’s an excellent plan. Let’s 
go.” 

They flew down into the trees, slowly and silently snaking their way 
through the grove to the house. It was as dark as Tonks had initially 
reported. They landed on a huge branch that reached out over the roof 
of the farmhouse. Both stood quite still, with Remus listening as keenly 
as he could for any sound at all. Nothing. 

Tonks, standing but still straddling her broom, edged out toward the 
end of the branch. It began to sway the further out she went. She 
retrieved the Extendable Ear from her pocket again and began to lower 
it into the vent pipe on the roof, and then she attached the other end to 
her ear. After a few moments, she glanced back at Remus and shook 
her head. The house was definitely empty. 

They drifted down from the branch to the ground. Each kept a firm grip 
on their broomstick in case they needed a fast getaway. Apparating 
was so much easier but it was also an activity closely monitored by the 
Ministry. Since the location was unknown to them, the first surveillance 
was Safer by broom and in these times they couldn't be too careful. 

As quietly as possible, they ducked down and began to move along in 
the shadow of the left side of the house. They crept up to the first 
window. Tonks raised her head to peer inside as Remus kept watch 
behind them. She shook her head again. There would be nothing to 
see without actually going inside. 

Remus turned then and continued along the edge of the house. Tonks 
fell in step behind him. As Remus turned to his right, he saw the back 
of the barn just ahead. He ran across the short distance and 
disappeared again into the barn’s shadow. Tonks followed. They crept 
along the side of the barn, turning left when they reached the front. 
They were facing the moon again. 

Both Remus and Tonks tensed when they heard a creaking noise over 
their heads. Remus glanced up to see an old pub sign, mounted ona 
huge metal bracket. The sign was swinging as the breeze stirred 
around the buildings, its rusty hinges complaining to the night. Remus 
could hear Tonks let out a slow breath. 

Suddenly, a blinding shaft of light split the night. It took a moment or 
two for the facts to register in their brains. Some sort of structure or 
building on the property had been Disillusioned. 

The source of the light was coming from inside the structure through a 
door that had just been opened. Two Death Eaters emerged from the 
building and closed the door behind them, sealing the darkness. The 
blinding light was gone as quickly as it had come. 

Remus and Tonks had no time to think or move. They were fully 
exposed in the moonlight. Their only chance was if the two hooded 


figures did not happen to look in their direction. Luck was not with 
them. 

Within seconds they were spotted. In a storm of shouts and sparks, the 
spells and hexes began to fly. Seemingly caught off guard themselves, 
the obvious priority of the Death Eaters was to get away — but they 
continued to rain hexes as they mounted their brooms. 

Tonks had taken slightly more cover than Remus, as she was half- 
concealed by the corner of the barn. As they took flight, the two 
hooded figures fired one last volley. The final shot was off its mark and 
hit the pub sign over Remus’s head. 

As Tonks stepped from the edge of the barn, she watched the Death 
Eaters zoom into the night sky and disappear. But the sudden quiet 
was rent again by a loud crash. The final hex had blasted the sign and 
the bracket from the side of the barn. The sign had landed with a clang 
a few feet away. 

Tonks looked at Remus and muffled a scream. He lay on his back, 
impaled through the chest by the rusty bracket. 

In an instant Tonks had covered the space between them. Heart in her 
throat, she knelt beside him. “Remus — oh no — Remus—’” His eyes 
were open but he was deathly still. 

Tonks could barely register the tears beginning to burn in her eyes. 
She frantically searched her mind, rifled through her Auror training, 
trying to comprehend something — anything — that she could do to 
help him. 

She reached out her shaking hand to smooth the hair away from his 
forehead. 

“Don’t touch me.” Remus’s sudden words startled her. She would not 
have guessed him capable of speech. 

“Remus, oh God, what can | do? How can | help?” she whispered 
frantically. 

“Take hold of the bracket and pull it out. It's gone through me and into 
the ground. You'll have to pull hard—” 

“P-pull it out? Remus no! It will kill you. | can’t—’” she said weakly. 

“It won’t kill me,” he said. Although he spoke with a strange calmness, 
Tonks could tell he was in terrible pain. 

“But | can’t—” 

“You can, Tonks. You have to. But whatever you do, don’t touch me. 
Now. Pull it out — hurry—” 

She didn’t stop to think. She stood and stepped a foot across so she 
straddled him. She grabbed hold of the piece of rusty metal and pulled 
with all her strength. 

As the bracket began to loosen its hold, Remus howled in pain and 
then nearly choked on his own blood. Tonks stumbled backward a few 
steps when the thing came free of him. She threw it on the ground and 


rushed back to his side. 

“Oh Remus — what can | do?” She instinctively moved to smooth his 
hair again. 

“Please — don’t — don’t touch me,” he repeated, screwing his eyes 
shut as his face contorted in pain. 

Tonks watched with a mixture of horror and disbelief as Remus’s 
massive wound began to slowly close before her eyes. 
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Chapter 5: The Unspoken Bond 


They were still out in the open, only a few yards away from where the 
Death Eaters had emerged from the hidden building. What if there 
were more inside? What if those that had left suddenly returned — and 
in greater numbers? 

Tonks knew they needed to move and soon. But she was unsure what 
to do. She wasn’t supposed to touch him. 

Drawing her wand she whispered Lumos, casting the light over 
Remus’s still form. At some point during his regeneration, he had lost 
consciousness. She remained at his side, the eerily silent night 
stretching endlessly beyond them in every direction. His breathing was 
shallow and quick, almost like panting, yet he showed no sign of 
awareness now. 

Tonks was still stunned by what she had witnessed. Just minutes ago, 
Remus’s body had been pierced through by a length of iron. The pub 
sign bracket had sliced through his clothing, laying bare flesh and bone 
as it fell. And now, all that remained of that enormous wound was an 
angry, dark purple scar. Tonks stared at it in awe. 

She didn’t have much practical knowledge about werewolves. Back in 
her student days she’d heard the lectures in Defense Against the Dark 
Arts but they had only briefly highlighted the curse and a bit of 
werewolf history. 

Then as an Auror she'd received a special unit of training on how to 
handle them — but it wasn’t useful information, really. It was all about 
how best to restrain them during transformation and the proper method 
to kill one — certainly nothing that would have prepared her for this. 
Tonks felt embarrassed to discover that somehow, somewhere along 
the way, she'd fallen into the trap of ignorance. In the mind of average 
folk, werewolves existed mainly as the stuff of legend. Most people 
refused to speak of them openly — it was considered both bad luck 
and bad taste. 

No one really knew much of anything about them. Lycans rarely, if 
ever, interacted with society, living out their lives as feared and hated 
outcasts. Most went mad early on. Few lived for long, meeting their 
end by desperate suicide, being killed outright for their brutality, or 
hunted by the militantly superstitious. 

Remus was an anomaly. He was extremely high functioning, in the 
social sense. Tonks realised that, until this moment, she had failed to 
truly appreciate that Remus actually was a werewolf — and all that it 
implied. 

She’d first met him many years ago when she was a young girl. He 
had been Sirius’s friend as far back as she could remember. But she 


hadn’t known he was a werewolf until Dumbledore announced 
Remus’s official membership in the Order. 

The news was surprising, since Sirius had never felt the need to 
mention it, but it hardly mattered to her. Sirius trusted him. Dumbledore 
trusted him. And Remus had always seemed like your average bloke 
— aloof maybe, but basically normal. 

All this time they had been living in the same house, sharing 
responsibilities, working side by side — and she’d never once givena 
thought to what it must be like for him. 

She considered his temporary stasis for a moment. Naturally his entire 
being, both body and mind, would be exhausted from the effort of 
healing so large an injury so quickly. It was no mystery to her — Tonks 
was intimately familiar with how much energy it took to affect 
physiological change. 

However, she suspected that unlike her metamorph capability, his 
regenerative power was essentially uncontrollable. That's why he 
needed her to hurry and remove the metal from his body and was so 
desperate that she not touch him. The process was magical in 
foundation, but not something he could influence at will. That’s why it’s 
a curse, she thought. Amazing. 

Moving her lit wand over the purple mark, Tonks leaned in for a closer 
look. The scar already looked seamless and waxy, as if it had been 
there for some time. 

Her eyes traveled across his exposed skin. His chest was lean and 
muscular and contrary to werewolf folklore also smooth and hairless. 
Oddly, it was the physique of a younger, athletic man and inconsistent 
with the rest of his more mature appearance. And there were countless 
older, grayish-white scars marring the skin of his upper body. They fell 
in crisscrossed patterns and resembled repeated, wild claw marks. 
Could he have done this to himself? 

Without thinking, Tonks reached out her free hand and traced a set of 
the scratches — curving her own fingers to simulate claws in a test of 
her theory. Remus tensed and the muscles in his chest contracted 
instinctively in response to her touch. His hand flew up and closed over 
hers, pressing it against his fever-hot skin. His eyes remaining closed 
as he spoke, his raspy voice was barely more than a whisper through 
his shallow breathing. 

“How long have | been—” 

“Not sure exactly, but less than ten minutes I’d say,” she said. 

“We've got to get moving — can’t be caught here—” 

“| know that. But | wasn’t going to leave you here and | wasn’t sure if 
you could be moved — you kept saying | shouldn’t touch you,” Tonks 
said simply. 

“Yes — | did say that,” he whispered, “and | can see that you listened 


well.” Eyes still closed, he smiled faintly as he gently squeezed her 
captured hand that was resting on his chest. 

“Right. Well, | was just—” Tonks faltered. Her face suddenly felt hot. 
“It’s all right. The danger has passed.” His voice drifted off to nothing. 
He had slipped out of consciousness again, although he was now 
breathing deeper and more slowly. 

Tonks still wasn’t sure what to do. Should she wake him again? Could 
she wake him? Even if he was revived, it seemed unlikely he would be 
able to fly on his own; he was too exhausted. No, she was going to 
have to figure out the best way to take him back to headquarters. 

She thought it over for a minute, then summoned the brooms and 
performed a spell on Remus’s, converting it to a stretcher. Then she 
hitched it onto her own. The brooms were ready, hovering in the air 
beside them. 

As she made to slide her hand from beneath his, he tightened his grip 
for a few seconds and then eased off again. She hesitated for a 
moment, tried once more, and slowly pulled free. 

Tonks rose and took another long look at him. He was a mess; his 
worn robes and jumper split down the middle, blood all over 
everything. The night’s events had given her new insight into what a 
private man he was. And while domestic spells were not her strong 
suit, she couldn’t return with him looking like this — it would only lead 
to questions. 

Uttering a quick repair spell, his clothing was stitched back together 
and the bloodstains removed. It wasn’t perfect but it would have to do. 
“Mobilicorpus!” she said, and Remus slowly began to move toward the 
stretcher. Once she had him loaded and securely bound, she tested 
the balance of her little broom train. 

After a very slow start, she eventually gathered speed and made her 
way back to Grimmauld Place as quickly as she could, with the 
unconscious Remus in tow. 

Tonks summoned Remus’s stretcher through the front door of number 
twelve and closed it behind them. Her first instinct was to call for 
Dumbledore and Moody and just as she filled her lungs with the air to 
shout, she abruptly changed her mind. 

Then everyone will know he’s been hurt. It would be humiliating for him 
if he were seen like this, she thought. He’d be forced to explain. 
Working quickly, she released the bonds that secured him to the 
stretcher. Whispering Mobilicorpus again, Remus began to bounce 
along in the direction indicated by her wand. It was a gamble — they 
might encounter someone along the way, before she could get him into 
his room, but it was still better odds. 

She prodded her extraordinary puppet up the stairs and then down the 


hall, thankfully without incident. Once inside his room, she took off his 
robes, pulled down the covers of his narrow bed and lowered him onto 
it. After removing his shoes, she pulled the blankets up under his chin. 
Tonks noticed there was no light in the room save what filtered in 
through the old lace curtains, and the pale pink glow from a jar on his 
bedside table. Fearing he would wake suddenly and not know where 
he was, she lit the candles in the wall sconces. 

She lingered at Remus’s bedside a few extra moments. Inexplicably, 
through what had happened out at that lonely farmhouse, she had 
made an investment in this man’s fate. She was changed by the 
realisation that he no doubt endured much in life, yet faced it with silent 
bravery. 

Watching his chest rise and fall with the even breathing of deep sleep, 
Tonks wondered what such a man might dream about. Confident he 
would not stop her this time, Tonks reached out and smoothed the hair 
away from his burning forehead. “Rest well,” she said quietly. 

It was time to brief Dumbledore and Moody. 

Dumbledore sat in thoughtful silence, listening while Moody questioned 
her relentlessly. Tonks felt small in her chair, sitting across from them 
at the huge wooden table in the kitchen. 

Unfortunately, instead of providing any of the information Moody 
wanted, she could only relay the dullest of basics: they got there, 
looked around a bit, Death Eaters appeared from a concealed 
structure, hexes flew, Death Eaters escaped, Remus was injured, she 
brought him back to Grimmauld Place — end of report. 

The precise nature of the Death Eater activities at the farm was still 
unknown and it was anyone’s guess what was going on in the 
concealed building. 

But worst of all, Remus and Tonks had clearly been seen. There was 
no sense in hoping they had not been recognised. Voldemort and his 
followers would know for certain that they were working for the Order. 
Moody was not pleased. 

One concrete thing did come from her report, however. Moody 
declared that from that night forward, no Order members were to be 
out alone and no further missions were to be conducted in simple pairs 
except at his explicit discretion. A minimum of three people would be 
assigned to all future operations. It would overwork them and spread 
them thin, but the threat was growing too dangerous to ignore. Moody 
wasn't going to have the Order picked off one by one. 

After Moody stumped off, growling to himself about assignments and 
schedules, Tonks was left alone with Dumbledore. 

“So, my dear Tonks, | imagine this mission yielded much that you did 
not expect,” said Dumbledore. As he pressed his hands together, his 


long index fingers formed a steeple. 

“There’s always a risk when you're observing Death Eaters, sir.” 

“It is not the Death Eaters to which | refer, but rather to your partner’s 
— injury,” he said meaningfully. 

“Well, sir, | didn’t Know he could — that is to say | didn’t realise — no,” 
she sighed, “I didn’t expect that, sir.” 

“You said he was severely injured?” 

“Yes, sir, a length of metal had pinned him to the ground. | — | pulled it 
from him,” she said vaguely, as she relived the event in her mind. 
“And how did you know it was safe to remove it?” 

“He told me to. He insisted.” 

“Then he was fully aware and in control during this time?” 

“As much as he could be, run through like he was, sir.” 

“You witnessed his regeneration?” 

“Yes, sir.” Tonks was beginning to feel uncomfortable, unable to see 
what Dumbledore was getting at. 

“And during this process, did he display any aggression or violence 
toward you?” Dumbledore peered over his half-moon glasses, his gaze 
intense. 

“Violence?” Tonks repeated in disbelief. “No, sir! He did not.” She 
couldn’t keep the indignation from her voice. How could he even ask 
such a question? 

“| understand you brought Remus back. He was unable to travel?” 
“Yes, sir. He lost consciousness when he — when he began to heal,” 
she finished quietly. 

“| see.” Dumbledore paused for a moment as he digested this 
information. His expression softened when he asked, “Is there 
anything else you wish to tell me, Tonks, or are there questions that | 
might answer?” 

“None that | cannot ask Remus himself, sir, when he is able.” Tonks 
wasn’t sure what made her say that, but the look of surprise on 
Dumbledore’s face gave her some satisfaction. 

She didn’t want him thinking that her opinion of Remus had changed, 
or that she had been in any way upset by what she had seen. How 
else could she prove or explain that, in light of what’s happened, she 
somehow felt closer to Remus than before? 

“Indeed,” said Dumbledore, as he slowly got to his feet. “It may take 
some time before Remus is ready for questions. | trust that | may rely 
upon your judgment and sensitivity?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Hours later, Remus woke to the sight of strange shadows flickering on 
the walls from candles that had burned low. /’m in my room at 
Grimmauld Place, he thought. He struggled to sit up. 


His whole body was aching and on fire; his jumper had been torn and 
stitched back together. He laid a hand on his chest where he felt a 
deep, raw injury. He searched his memory in an effort to piece 
together what had happened. 

Then, like flashes of lightning, disjointed scenes from the accident 
appeared in his mind. The Death Eaters, the shower of sparks, the 
stabbing pain, the taste of blood. 

The taste of blood. 

In spite of the pain, lingering fever, and numbing fatigue Remus 
realised he felt different. Another flash brought him the memory of 
howling — then choking, as the blood from his wound had gushed up 
his throat. Although the blood was his, it had been enough to ease the 
burning need — at least for now. 

How did | get here? Remus lay back on the bed again. Tonks. He tried 
to remember all that he might have said and done, how much she had 
seen. He closed his eyes and could see her standing over him, her 
face set in concentration has she extracted the metal from his body. 
Remus sighed in resignation. She saw everything. She knows. |t was 
one of his worst nightmares — to be incapacitated and unable to 
prevent the revelation of his curse. 

But there was no denying that she had saved his life. If she had not 
been with him, it would be impossible to know how long he might have 
lain there, unable to help himself. If the Death Eaters had returned, 
and realised what he was, he would have been defenseless. Without 
her willingness and strength he would have suffered a great deal more 
— of that he was sure. 

So he owed another life debt now. 

Exhaustion began to blur his senses. As Remus gave in to sleep, he 
floated through dreams of moonless nights and raspberries. 
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Chapter 6: The Girl with Kaleidoscope Eyes 


He was approaching delirium, sheathed in fathomless warmth. Each 
slow, purposeful thrust gave him even more power over her. His hands 
twisted her full hips against him in a slow figure eight and she arched 
her glistening back toward his chest, fusing them together. As he 
phased from man to beast and back again, so she also phased. It was 
a oneness he had never experienced, never thought possible. Urged 
by ancient instinct, he sunk his teeth into the back of her neck, the 
taste of her blood exciting him to madness as he drove them to 
completion. 

Remus woke suddenly. He was sweaty and panting, but otherwise 
alone in his dingy room at number twelve. He felt an unfamiliar 
desperation to hold on to those feelings from the dream, the 
sensations that had been so overwhelming and so tangible only a 
moment ago. He wanted to remember every nuance and detail of how 
it had felt — how she felt. 

It had been so real. 

But like all dreams, the more he tried to savour and relive it, the more 
swiftly it slipped away. That heavenly, wild Tonks was gone. 

With a twinge of proper guilt, Remus felt needled by shame for longing 
to dwell upon such thoughts — thoughts about a woman that did not 
belong to him. She is a colleague. A friend. Someone who saved your 
sorry hide only last night. Next thing, you’re dreaming of shagging her 
like some rutting animal. 

He ran both hands through his intentionally grayish hair and sighed 
deeply. He should be embarrassed, he knew, but he wasn't. It had 
been a very long time and he was a man, after all. Well, sort of. 
Remus threw the covers back, sat up, and swung his legs to the edge 
of his narrow bed. There was a terrible ache deep in his chest — the 
injury was still healing and very tender. And now he had 

another throbbing ache. Nothing that a cold shower won't correct. 

He gingerly got to his feet and looked down at himself. The accident 
had finally finished off his shabby garments. Although they were 
stitched up and the bloodstains had been removed, his jumper and 
trousers were most definitely a loss. 

This presented a problem, as he had no other clothes to spare. It 
wasn't like the Order was a paying job. In fact he’d never had a paying 
job. Just room and board and the honour of serving, he thought with a 
trace of bitterness. But he couldn't afford to complain or have 
expectations; a werewolf should always be grateful to have hot meals 
and a roof over his head. 

He cast his eyes around the small room as he considered his pathetic 


options. It was at this moment that his gaze fell upon a stack of new 
clothes sitting neatly on top of his trunk. He moved toward it slowly, 
carefully, as he sought to balance his pain-wracked body. 

Lying on top of the pile was a small envelope, the single word 

Remus written in purple ink. He tore open the note and read the 
enclosure. 

| know | made a right mess of your clothes last night. Sorry.I’d like to 
say it was because | was in a hurry, or because of the dire straits. But 
the truth is, my domestic spells are bleeding awful. Please accept 
these with my apologies. Sincerely, T 

Remus felt a flush of conflicting thoughts and emotions. The new 
clothes certainly solved his immediate problem. But this is an 
uncomfortably personal gesture from her. She is a fellow soldier, an 
acquaintance. Although you did just dream of having sex with her. He 
fervently hated charity. But she saved your life. 

He stood staring at the heap of fabric as if it presented a significant 
moral challenge. With impressions from the dream still echoing inside 
him, this small, thoughtful act of hers was unnerving. He felt exposed 
somehow — and vulnerable. 

After a few moments of indecision, he sighed at his own foolishness. 
What choice did he have? It’s just a bit of clothing. It’s a kindness 
she’d show anyone. 

By the time he finally managed to get himself into the shower, he 
needed hot water far worse than cold. He stood now, all warm and 
steamy, hot water coursing over him and easing some of his pain. 

As a soapy hand gently traveled over his bruised chest and fresh 
purple scar, his body still tingled with fading electricity from the 
imagined touch of her skin. Her skin. He shook his head to clear the 
dangerous thoughts from his mind. Opening one eye, he reached for 
the cold tap and turned it full blast. 

Within the brief time Remus had been up and around, he was almost 
fully recovered. It never took long. Although his upper body was still 
stiff and sore, he could feel that his internal wound was now healed. In 
a few hours the pain would be gone entirely. Even with the lingering 
soreness he felt vital and strangely renewed. /t must be the measure of 
blood | swallowed last night, he thought. 

His ability to carry himself without any trace of the injury would 
certainly quash the need for people to inquire about the accident, his 
welfare, or his ability to perform his duties. He was keen to have his 
body and mind employed at something useful and hoped Mad-Eye 
would not prove difficult to convince. 

Dressed in new clothes for the first time in years, Remus left his room 
and descended the stairs. 


At first, number twelve seemed deserted. As he drifted through the 
house, he could hear voices coming from the kitchen. He quietly made 
his way past the portraits in the entry and down the hall. As he 
approached the kitchen, he purposely hesitated outside the doorway in 
order to listen to the conversation that was in progress within. 

“...he always seems bone weary and withdrawn. Maybe that’s normal 
for his kind. Oh, he’s friendly enough, but I’d be lying if | said | was 
comfortable working with a werewolf. They’re unpredictable. It’s 
difficult to feel a sense of trust, and that’s important when yout life 
might depend on him,” said Emmeline Vance, whose stately manner 
was generally cold and unapproachable. 

“Know a lot about werewolves, do you Vance?” asked Mad-Eye, his 
voice laced with vitriol. “Remus Lupin has Dumbledore’s trust and that 
is all that need concern you.” 

“Well, Moody, he has been a bit off since Sirius died,” said Kingsley 
Shacklebolt, his deep, slow voice unmistakable. “No one can fault him 
for that though. They were friends for decades and then Black fell 
through the veil right before his very eyes. That would knock anyone 
down for a while. It’s a rough blow. But | know Remus — he’s a 
trouper.” 

“Speaking of Sirius Black, Kingsley,” said Emmeline smoothly, “what 
plans do you have now that the focus of your manhunt is dead?” 

“| don’t know. The Ministry is slow to move in such circumstances, and 
since there has been no formal announcement of Black’s death, it’s 
uncertain. But You-Know-Who and his followers must know he’s dead 
— there were too many witnesses. So there would be no reason to 
keep up the pretense, either within the Ministry or with the public.” 
“Either way it can’t hurt us. His reputation was dubious at best and he 
didn’t exactly contribute to the Order in any significant way,” said 
Emmeline. 

Remus instantly went livid. The casual tone she dared to use when 
speaking of Sirius’s death, as she sat there in his ancestral home, was 
disrespectful. 

As if he’d heard Remus’s thoughts, Moody suddenly snarled, “That’s 
enough Vance. Sirius Black was a brave man, a clever wizard, anda 
true patriot. I'll not tolerate a word against him — especially in his own 
house.” 

“Certainly. | meant no offense,” said Vance coolly. 

“| thought you two had appointments,” said Moody dismissively. 
Remus couldn't afford to stand there any longer. Vance and 
Shacklebolt were likely to head through the door any second now. He 
silently backtracked some distance down the hall then approached the 
kitchen again, this time with heavy footfalls and clearing his throat 
before he stepped into the room. 


It was then that he saw her. 

Although she had not said a word during the previous conversation, 
Tonks had been there the entire time. Remus forced a lighthearted 
greeting to everyone in turn, but when his gaze fell upon Tonks, their 
eyes met and held an extra moment before she looked away. If it 
wouldn't have defeated the purpose, he’d have thanked her for that. 
Shacklebolt and Vance each murmured their reasons for leaving. With 
the embarrassment of speaking behind his back etched on their faces, 
they swept out of the kitchen. After they had left the house, Moody 
spoke. 

“All right there, Lupin?” Moody’s magical eye blazed a trail over every 
inch of Remus’s frame. 

“I’m fine.” 

“Bollocks. Tonks here told us you had quite an accident,” said Moody 
flatly. 

“An accident, yes. But it’s nothing significant.” Remus wondered just 
what, exactly, Tonks had said — and to whom. “I’m fine,” he repeated. 
“In fact, I'd like to know what my assignment is for today, if it’s not too 
much bother.” 

Mad-Eye snorted. “Nothing for you today. You’re going to stay put and 
rest up. | Know all about your healing abilities but | also know it drains 
you dry of strength. I'll not have you out in the fray in that condition.” 
“But | feel well enough. I’m all right — I’m not hurt. | don’t need—” 

“If you think this has anything to do with what she said,” Moody jerked 
his head toward the door where Emmeline Vance had departed, 
“you're wrong. You've taken a beating and I'll not see you in action 
again until I'm satisfied you're rested.” 

Remus made no answer and simply stared at Moody. He knows | was 
listening. 

“Yeah,” said Moody smugly, as if he were reading Remus’s thoughts 
again. “You'd have to get up early to get past me. And just to prove | 
don’t show favouritism,” he tipped his grizzled head toward Tonks, 
“she’s staying behind too. You could both use a day to lie around.” 

Lie around? Is he joking? Remus shifted uncomfortably on his feet. He 
dared a glance in Tonks’s direction. Her heart-shaped face was slightly 
flushed and she smiled fleetingly before offering a small shrug. 
Sensations from the dream immediately betrayed his composure as 
inappropriate images of her flashed through his mind. God help me if 
Moody can see those too. 

He wrenched his attention back to Moody. “I don’t need a lie in, Mad- 
Eye. This is unnecessary. I’ve already told you—” 

“And I've already told you. You have your orders,” Moody said with 
finality. 

Remus was about to reply when Tonks finally spoke. “I’ve already tried 


to talk him out of it but it’s no use. He thinks we’ve earned a break.” 
“No leaving the house. It’s rest and relaxation or you'll answer to me,” 
said Moody. Remus knew these words were directed at him. “Besides, 
someone has to be here in case there’s any news. I'll be nosing into a 
few things at the Ministry today. You know how to reach me.” After 
donning the hat and cloak he’d summoned from the coat hook in the 
entry, Moody Disapparated. 

For the next few moments, the whole of number twelve was intensely 
and dispiritingly silent. Remus could not imagine what he was going to 
do — all day in this house, alone with her. 

“There’s a spot of breakfast leftover, just needs a bit of a warming up. 
I'll get it for you,” said Tonks. 

She turned away without giving Remus an opportunity to refuse. He 
felt awkward allowing her to wait on him but not knowing what else to 
do, he seated himself at the table. In a short time, Tonks set a warm 
plate of eggs, sausages, and fried tomatoes in front of him. 

“| think they look good,” she said suddenly, still standing near him. 

As the aroma and steam drifted upward, Remus realised how hungry 
he was. “Yes,” he said, looking down at the plate, “this does look 
good.” 

“Not the eggs, Remus, your clothes. They look good.” She moved 
around the edge of the table and sat in a chair that faced him. 

The clothes. He’d already forgotten all about the fact that he was 
sitting there in new clothes, thanks to her. He hadn't worked out what 
to say, or how to express his gratitude, but it seemed the moment to 
do so had arrived nevertheless. 

“It was very kind of you to anticipate my need. | hope you didn’t put 
yourself to too much trouble. How much do | owe you for them?” 
Remus knew this response was terribly formal, even for him. 

“Not a thing. | popped to the shop straight away this morning. It was no 
trouble. You’d best eat that before it gets cold again,” she nodded 
toward his plate. She waited for him to start eating before she 
continued. “Besides, it’s my fault they needed replacing. I’m hopeless 
with even a simple repair spell, as I’m sure you noticed. | should have 
left it for someone else but I—” 

Her hesitation prompted him to look up from his breakfast. She 
seemed to search his face for a moment, as if she were seeking the 
approval to continue. He raised his eyebrows in silent question. 

“| thought maybe | should clean you up a bit, right? | brought you back 
and got you to your room before anyone knew. Then | made my report 
to Mad-Eye and Dumbledore.” Her hands were clasped in her lap and 
she was leaning slightly forward in her chair, the words rushing from 
her like a confession. 

Remus suddenly felt awkward again and his face was stinging with an 


instant blush. It was embarrassing to know she had been in his room 
and put him to bed like a sick child. And it rankled that he’d been 
unable to prevent it, that he’d been absolutely at her mercy. Despite 
these feelings, he also had to admit she’d done exactly what he would 
have wanted. 

“Thank you,” he said quietly, summoning the courage to look in her 
eyes. 

“Well, | figured you would want to avoid questions.” 

“Yes, just imagine what Madam Vance would have to say, had she 
seen me unconscious and bloodied — a werewolf in the throes of 
regeneration.” He made no effort to hide the cynicism in his voice. 

“| took it from what Mad-Eye said earlier that you’d overhead. I’m sorry, 
Remus. She shouldn’t say such things. A right snob, she is. Somebody 
should put her in her place,” said Tonks angrily. “It’s really none of her 
business.” 

“No, it isn’t, but it won't stop her. It never stops people like her. But I’ve 
become accustomed to the reaction. I’ve encountered it once or twice 
before, you see,” Remus said dryly. He finished up his meal and 
pushed the plate away, turning his full attention to her. 

“I’m sure you have,” said Tonks, “but it still doesn’t make it okay. You 
haven't done anything to her, and you’ve risked your life more than she 
ever has. In light of what’s happened, you’d think she’d appreciate 
anyone on the side of right. | just don’t see how she can feel justified in 
judging you for something you can’t change,” she said heatedly. 
Remus watched Tonks closely. As her emotions began to flare, slight 
variations occurred in the depths of her eyes; they were like slowly 
spinning wheels, seamlessly changing from one colour to another. He 
had never noticed before. It was almost mesmerizing. Beautiful. 
“Vance comes from an old Irish family, Tonks,” said Remus, his voice 
taking on the professorial tone he’d used with the students at 
Hogwarts, “and the Irish have a very long and contentious history with 
werewolves. Many of the old Celtic myths tell of lycans existing there in 
great numbers — entire families of them. But they were systematically 
hunted down or forced out, casualties of fear and Catholicism. 
Although the official legend put forth by the Church pretends that 
Patrick was sainted for driving snakes from Ireland, it was actually 
werewolves he banished from its shores. So it’s probably in her blood. 
Besides, her fears are not unfounded. Werewolves are unpredictable. 
It's in their blood. Our blood.” He felt awkward again. 

“Bloody bogtrotters,” said Tonks. 

Remus couldn't help but smile at her. It was the exact kind of comment 
Sirius would have made. The warm, uncomplicated loyalty she 
displayed now was very reminiscent of his old friend. Sometimes he 
forgot that she and Sirius were cousins. 
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They spent the remainder of the day like two house-arrest inmates, 
socialising at mealtimes but otherwise isolated during their 
confinement. 

Overcome by boredom, Remus had eventually returned to his room to 
rest for a while. The last impression made on his conscious mind was 
the sound of Tonks’s voice floating from her bedroom down the hall, as 
she quietly sang a Weird Sisters ballad. 

He felt empowered by the desire he recognised in her mysterious, 
kaleidoscope eyes. She wanted him. He traced his thumb across her 
forehead, down her temple and cheek, then down her neck. He 
hesitated a moment at her throat, savouring the lustful sensation — the 
pulse of her very life was beneath his touch. He tilted her face to him 
and kissed her slowly, languidly. She leaned into him, effortlessly 
morphing her form and moulding their bodies together... 

Remus was awake and breathing heavily — again. He had dreamt of 
her — again. Twice in the same day? His libido was behaving as if he 
were a teenager — again. He didn’t like feeling out of control. / need to 
get out of here for a while, get some fresh air. 

He flung himself off the bed and grabbed his overcoat. Opening the 
bedroom door quietly, he stepped out into the hall. The house was 
silent. He tiptoed gently down to Tonks’s room where the door was 
slightly open. 

She was lying on her side, fast asleep and perfectly peaceful. He 
considered her for a few extra seconds, struck by the innocent 
expression on her face. He felt guilty even looking at her. 

Remus stole silently down the stairs. Moody be damned. Everything be 
damned. And with that rebellious thought, he Disapparated. 
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Chapter 7: Angel 


Tonks sat propped up on her bed, attempting to read. She had 
changed into her favourite bedclothes — a snug, short shirt and red 
plaid lounge trousers. Her back was resting on a thin pillow 
strategically placed to cushion her against the metal bars of the 
bedstead. 

A deep burgundy red had been the hair colour du jour, and earlier in 
the day, out of sheer boredom, she’d painted her toenails to match. 
Nail painting was a silly Muggle fashion tradition, but it was still a better 
way to amuse herself than cleaning her messy room. 

The book she held was one of two volumes about werewolves she’d 
picked up at the Wizard Library early that morning when she’d gone 
out to get the clothes for Remus. She’d hastily charmed the covers to 
mask their contents, not wanting her newfound interest to be easily 
discovered. 

Tonks wasn’t entirely sure what had motivated her to get them. 
Perhaps it was simply the result of the previous night’s events, or a 
normal desire to research a topic on which she felt ignorant. However, 
if she were honest she had to admit that werewolves had never really 
interested her before. 

But something had changed. Remus suddenly seemed very real to 
her, as if she should know him better. With those feelings came a need 
to better understand what his life had been like, what he endured, what 
his future held. 

Upon closer inspection, it seemed clear to Tonks that this particular 
book would not bring her much in the way of useful knowledge about 
Remus and his life. It appeared to be nothing more than a 
sensationalised and one-sided account of lycanthropy. The pages 
were stocked with gruesome photos; corpses unearthed from their 
graves and half-eaten, dead children with gnawed limbs and torn 
throats, a werewolf hunter posing proudly — the head of his trophy 
mounted on a stake. 

Load of rubbish. Remus is as likely to kill and eat a child as 
Dumbledore. 

Her mood was getting edgier by the minute and her ability to 
concentrate was practically non-existent. The real issue at hand was 
that the subject in question, Remus Lupin, had gone missing. She’d 
been a little concerned when he didn’t appear at dinner; it had seemed 
impossible that after a whole day’s lie in Remus would still have been 
sleeping. 

Moody was apparently suspicious too. He had interrogated her about 
what Remus’s behaviour and attitude had been like that day and said 


that, in light of what’s happened, the man was under a lot of pressure. 
Tonks had assured Moody that Remus was just fine and that he was in 
his room — or so she had thought when she answered those 
questions. 

Upon retiring for the night a few hours ago, her curiosity got the better 
of her and she actually checked on him. Tonks had quietly knocked on 
his door, and when there was no answer she had peeked inside his 
room. Fear that he was ill or had suffered a setback helped to 
rationalise the blatantly nosey intrusion into his personal affairs. But 
there was no sign of him. 

He must have slipped out of the house sometime late this afternoon... 
while | was asleep. Tonks was unable to guess what could have been 
so important that he would defy a direct order from Mad-Eye. Not to 
mention that he’d now set himself up for certain reprimand. That is 
truly none of your business, she reminded herself. He’s the private 
type. It could be anything... 

Still, she was anxious to warn him about Moody’s suspicions. How 
could he go and do this after what Vance said this morning? He’s just 
playing into their hands and = making’ himself seem... 
unpredictable. There was that word again. Tonks looked at the clock 
for the hundredth time. It was nearly one-thirty. Where is he? 

She leaned her head back against the wall and closed her eyes for a 
few minutes. The cumulative effect of the last week was beginning to 
take its toll on her as well. You-Know-Who had nearly attained the 
prophecy. That lot of Hogwarts children — including Harry Potter — 
had been rescued at the Department of Mysteries. Sirius had been 
killed. She herself had been injured. Then her recent mission partner 
had sustained a seemingly mortal injury yet survived. It was a great 
deal to take in, and she was very tired. 

Despite the fatigue, Tonks was determined to wait up for Remus’s 
return. No doubt he would Apparate directly to his room, and there was 
no way he could do that without her hearing it. Unless she fell 
asleep. She snapped her eyes open and shook the sleepiness from 
her head. 

Returning her attention to the book, she flipped through a few more 
pages before her eyes fell upon an eerie photo. The picture was of a 
lone, fully transformed werewolf, apparently at the edge of a forest at 
near dark. Its hairy, beast-like body was hunched over a partially 
eviscerated victim — the remains of a young woman — and blood 
dripped from its mouth and sharp fangs. Haunted yellow eyes stared 
into hers from the page, their gaze cold and unwavering. 

Tonks closed her index finger in the book, using it to mark the page. A 
convulsive shiver moved over her body as she tried to reconcile that 
image — that creature — with Remus Lupin. It was impossible. He 


was so kind, so caring. So human. She could not imagine how, under 
any circumstances, he could ever do or ever be such a hideous thing. 
Lost in thought, it took a minute or two before it registered. Remus had 
returned and was now moving around inside his room. She flung 
herself off the bed and was down the hall in a flash. 

Her heart raced as she hesitated outside his door for a few seconds. 
Not wanting to give him a chance to refuse or ignore her, she knocked 
on the door then grabbed the serpent head handle and let herself in, 
all in one swift motion. She closed the door behind her quickly and 
quietly before she turned and leaned her back against it. 

Remus was standing in the middle of the room, his back to the door. 
He had removed his overcoat and was tugging the last arm free of his 
jumper. A brief hesitation in his motion was the only obvious indication 
that he knew he was no longer alone. He threw the jumper toward the 
open trunk and pulled his shirttail from his trousers. He kept his back to 
her as he spoke. 

“What can | do for you, Tonks?” He began to slowly unbutton his shirt. 
“Nothing. I—” 

“Nothing?” 

“Where have you been?” she blurted. 

“Is it your turn to watch me?” 

“Watch you? No but—” 

“Then why are you here?” His raspy voice was quiet but defensive. 

“It’s just that...well, | wanted to tell you something.” 

“Yes?” He began to unbutton the cuffs at his wrists. 

“Moody wondered why you didn’t come down to dinner. He asked a 
load of questions about you.” 

“| see.” 

Remus finally turned to face her. Even against her will, her eyes 
traveled the surface of his chest, coming to rest on the purple scar that 
was now revealed by his open dress shirt. Her gaze remained there a 
trifle too long before she dragged her eyes back to his. A strange and 
vague smile played on his face. 

“Mad-Eye always asks loads of questions,” he said quietly. 

“This was different. He seemed...um...he seemed suspicious. Kept 
asking me how | thought you were feeling, how you’d acted today, 
about your attitude.” 

“And what did you tell him?” 

Remus moved a few steps closer, never taking his eyes from hers. 
Tonks was beginning to feel strange. There was a hypnotic quality to 
his eyes, and a fluid stealth to his slow advance on her. It was very 
warm in his room. 

“| told him you were fine — that you were in your room resting.” 

“You lied for me?” 


He moved closer. The purple scar was so close now she could reach 
out and touch it. 

“N-no.” 

“No?” 

Somehow, almost imperceptibly, he moved closer still. The smell of 
fresh air and gin lingered on him. 

“Well, | didn’t know it was a lie. Not then, anyway.” 

Tonks realised that Remus was no longer watching her eyes. His own 
had slowly drifted to her mouth as she spoke, then lower to the 
moulded outline of her breasts in her skintight shirt, and finally to the 
few inches of exposed skin between the shirt and her lounge trousers. 
“No...| don’t suppose an angel would lie.” Although his voice was 
steady, his eyes were slightly overbright. 

He’s drunk. “Sorry?” 

“What are you reading?” he asked, as the strange smile returned to his 
face. 

“What?” 

“Must be a fascinating story if you couldn't put it down.” Remus 
indicated the forgotten book clenched in her hand. 

Bugger. Tonks had been in such a rush to confront him that she’d 
carried the book with her unthinkingly. /’m such an idiot.The absolute 
last thing she wanted was for him to know its contents. 

“It's just a fancy,” she said, casually moving it as far from view as 
possible. 

“Let me see.” 

“No — please, Remus, really. It’s nothing.” 

“Oh don't be shy.” He was now suffocatingly close. She could feel his 
warm breath on her neck and shoulder as he leaned in and closed his 
hand around her wrist that held the book. “I won’t bite,” he whispered. 
At that curious choice of words, Tonks looked up into his eyes. His 
face hovered mere inches from hers. She began to feel strangely 
overwhelmed but could not look away. He was so close. Why is he 
acting this way? Like he wants to...as if we're... 

Remus slowly lifted her arm and was about to reach for the book with 
his other hand when she came to her senses. She jerked her arm 
away just in time. But the force of freeing herself from his grasp 
caused the book to fly from her hand, and it slammed to the floor at 
their feet. 

The book landed spine down, the pages fluttering open to the very 
picture she had been looking at in her room. The werewolf in the photo 
lifted its head from its kill and snarled, startled by the interruption. 
Remus bent down and picked up the book, staring into the yellow eyes 
that glared from the page. It took several moments before he 
composed himself. He flipped through a few more pages before he 


looked at her again. 

“Interesting fancy you have.” The dreamy quality in his manner was 
gone. 

“Remus, it’s not what you think. | just... wanted to—” 

“Satisfy your morbid curiosity? Study the monster? Try to comprehend 
the evilness?” he supplied, his eyebrows raised in question. 

“It’s not like that. | wanted to understand — to learn about your life.” 
Her voice sounded small, even to herself. “But the book’s just rubbish.” 
“Oh, but it isn’t,” he said, handing the volume back to her. 

She took the book from his suddenly trembling hand. “What do you 
mean?” 

“You should go.” His expression had turned cold and unreadable. 
“But—” 

“Good night, Tonks.” He turned his back on her and walked to his 
trunk. 

She had been dismissed. Just like that. With resignation, she let 
herself out and wandered numbly back down the hall. 

That could hardly have gone worse if I'd tried, she thought miserably. 
For a long time, Tonks laid awake staring into the darkness. She 
curled herself into the fetal position and huddled under her covers. 
Excessive emotion always made her feel cold. 

The problem was she really didn’t know how to sort out what those 
emotions meant. Although she was basically comfortable with men, 
they completely unnerved her if they got too close. It was a reflex. But 
it didn’t explain why she now felt sad and intrigued and excited and 
afraid all at once. 

She’d never thought of herself as a particularly pretty girl, and no one 
had ever called her one either. Except Dad, Tonks thought with a sad 
smile. She was forever described as unusual instead. Always clumsy 
and often inept at simple things, her childhood was a blur of insecurity 
and broken dreams of ever fitting in. 

There had never been a Metamorphmagus in the family before. In fact, 
she was twenty years old before she even met another. Feeling like a 
freak was the established pattern, and if she ever tried to forget she 
always had plenty of people like her nasty little cousin Draco to remind 
her. Her mother’s family was cold and judgmental — the whole lot. 
Warmth and acceptance were rare commodities. Except Dad, she 
thought again. 

Eventually getting away from the negative atmosphere at home, she 
matured and discovered how to channel her metamorph abilities. 
Learning to change elements of her appearance gave her a sense of 
control and adventure. Over time her self-esteem improved. She did 
well at school and went on to make herself an asset to the Ministry as 


an Auror. And she was proud of that. She had a good life. 

But underneath it all she felt the same. Like a misfit. In some ways the 
Order was more like a family than her own. It was a group of people 
brought together by a common purpose, others who were willing to 
take risks and make sacrifices. Others who left their families or 
responsibilities behind to fight against You-Know-Who. People who 
didn’t care that she wasn’t normal. Other misfits like Mad-Eye and 
Remus. 

Remus. 

Her mind continued to replay the strange conversation they’d shared in 
his room earlier. She’d tried to make sense of his extraordinary 
behaviour, but she couldn't. The obvious explanation was somehow 
the most difficult to believe. He called me an angel. 

Remus had actually removed clothing — unbuttoned his shirt, slowly 
and deliberately — right in front of her. It seemed totally out of 
character for him to be so uninhibited, although it was apparent he had 
been drinking... 

Tonks felt an unfamiliar sensation of excitement crackle through her as 
she relived how he had seemed to soak up every detail of her face and 
body. Like he was attracted to me. He had stood so near. His eyes, his 
body, his words. It all happened so fast and at the time she’d been 
confused. But there in her room, alone in the dark, she allowed herself 
to put her secret into words. 

| wanted him to kiss me. 

And then the stupid book had ruined it. Now he thinks I’m just like 
everyone else — that | mistrust him — that | think he’s some kind of 
monster. But it’s not true, and I'll find some way to prove it to him. 

He called me an angel. 
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Chapter 8: The Spirits Are Ruthless 


It had been a week since Remus had mutinously left the house, but in 
some ways it was a lifetime. Although he grew tired of repeatedly 
reflecting upon the same details, he was compelled to do it. There was 
so much at stake. 

He had spent those unchaperoned hours away from the Order working 
out the details of his plan to kill the bitch Lestrange, and it was nothing 
short of cold, premeditated murder. The plan had to move forward at 
the full moon in two weeks or all might be lost. 

The path to revenge had materialised slowly within Remus’s mind. It 
centered on a set of possessions said to have once belonged to the 
great Salazar Slytherin. Sirius had told him that the Black family 
obtained the collection over a century ago and, subsequently, the lot of 
them had argued constantly over its disposition. 

Weary from the incessant family squabbling, on a teenage lark Sirius 
had hidden the disputed collection somewhere within number twelve, 
and no one ever knew what became of it. That is until he relived the 
glory of his deed by telling Remus about it some months ago by the 
fire. 

Amusing as Sirius’s trick and story had been, the information was of no 
practical use to Remus until after his friend’s death. As his obsession 
with revenge against Sirius’s killer grew, so did the importance of the 
hidden treasure. It was the ideal lure. Bellatrix would no doubt be very 
anxious to evaluate the prized set. Her excitement at the prospect of 
presenting them to her master, Lord Voldemort, could only be 
imagined. Remus was sure Bellatrix would stop at nothing to get her 
hands on it. 

Once he’d been out on his own and free from ever-watchful eyes, 
Remus had outlined the tempting details in an anonymous note and 
sent it by public owl. It indicated that they would meet alone, in a 
location to be determined later. There would be no way for her to 
suspect the real purpose of the offer or who was behind it. 

The trap was finally set and he would know in the space of two weeks 
if Bella had taken the bait. In one stroke he would rid the world of a 
deranged Death Eater, Sirius would be avenged, and Remus would 
have her heart as a trophy. One life debt would be paid. 

Naturally he’d had a few drinks in the city that night, celebrating his 
genius before returning to his room at number twelve. It was then that 
she had appeared, all warm and thoughtful and half-dressed and near. 
She had come to him out of genuine concern — to warn him of 
Moody’s suspicions — and he had appreciated it. A little too much. 
That book had saved him from making a mistake. He could not be 


certain why she had bothered to read about werewolves, although he 
had his suspicions. Whatever her reasons, they weren't nefarious. Of 
the millions of souls that would judge him for what he was, Remus 
knew Tonks was not one of them. Nevertheless, it had suited him to let 
her think she’d offended him. Things were getting too complicated and 
he had to be careful. 

And for right now, he needed to focus on his current assignment. 
Maybe it was the stain of guilt on his conscience from plotting 
someone’s death. Or maybe it was the discomfort of being partnered 
with Tonks again after their strange and personal encounter last week. 
In any case, this was the kind of mission that made Remus edgy and 
uncomfortable. 

Scouting and information gathering in the Muggle world always had an 
element of risk to it. Of course wizards had the advantage. They could 
Disapparate before they got into too much trouble, alter memories if 
necessary, disarm or stun an assailant — any number of magical 
solutions to danger or conflict. Assuming, of course, they had time to 
react. 

The harsh reality was that a witch or wizard could be stopped dead by 
a bullet, stabbed by a blade, or blown apart by a terrorist’s bomb just 
the same as a Muggle. The rules and reasons for killing were the same 
in each world, it was just that the methods were very different. 
Regardless of their magical advantage, wizards were more likely to 
misinterpret warning signs or make mistakes when it came to 
operating in Muggle society. They were simply out of their element, 
and it was a fact he could not forget when he was responsible for 
providing cover. Especially for her. 

In keeping with Moody’s orders since the incident at the farm in 
Salisbury, three of them had been assigned to the mission. Hestia 
Jones, inappropriately past middle age and decidedly matronly, was 
posted as a lookout some distance down the street. Remus’s 
responsibility was to provide security while Tonks fished for information 
about a string of missing young Muggles, all regulars of this particular 
club. 

The Black Gate was one of several gothic dens in London frequented 
by non-magics who fancied themselves vampires and werewolves. 
Remus found the entire notion ludicrous. No one who understood 
immortal curses would deliberately choose that life, or even pretend to 
live it. In his opinion, it was a bizarre underground culture of misfits that 
thrived on their self-imposed isolation from society. They shrouded 
themselves in mystery, participating in secret rites, sacrifices, and 
blood drinking as if they knew what it meant. And yet, on this night at 
least, a flesh and blood werewolf sat in their midst and they didn’t have 
the wit to recognise or fear him. It was wildly ironic. 


But it made sense that the Death Eaters would find such a place the 
perfect hunting ground. Tempting the impressionable fools with a few 
convincing details, perhaps a photo or two, and flashing a little subtle 
magic. It would be so easy to manipulate them. Then the secrecy 
surrounding their cultish world would be their undoing. No one would 
raise the alarm or be willing to speak freely to the authorities if 
someone went missing. In light of what’s happened, it seemed they 
would take more care. 

Remus watched from a deep chair in the shadows as Tonks slowly 
drifted through the crowd near the bar. Her hair was a perfect shock of 
black, as were her fingernails and makeup, and she wore a few silver 
earrings in each ear. Her coat, trousers, and boots were all black 
leather, and in spite of a sizable heel, Tonks seemed quite small 
compared to the strange company. Almost waiflike. 

She’d conjured a number of well-placed tattoos — one on her throat 
and one much further down, the design disappearing into her low-cut 
shirt. Remus had noticed that the ink patterns she’d chosen were 
exactly like those burned into Sirius’s flesh in Azkaban. She moved 
with a haughty confidence that flawlessly matched the others around 
her. In fact she blended in so well that if he didn’t know her, he would 
have struggled to distinguish her from the regulars. 

Blue-white light filtered from the ceiling and bathed the patrons in 
surreal, ambient light and ghostly angles. Sidling into an empty spot at 
the bar, Tonks ordered a drink before turning to lean back on her 
elbows. That posture forced open her jacket, offering a generous view 
of her tattooed cleavage. Remus swallowed hard. 

Tonks slowly and casually scanned the room, and when her eyes 
swept across where he sat just out of sight in the smoky darkness, the 
faintest of smiles graced her lips. He found her fascinating. One minute 
she was shy, girlish, and clumsy, and the next she was a skilled, self- 
assured Auror working a room full of strangers. He admired her. 
Respected her. So respect is what you're calling it now, is it? 

Remus had been unable to free his thoughts from her in the week 
since she had visited his room. It certainly wasn’t from a lack of trying. 
He’d avoided her, volunteered for assignments that didn’t involve her, 
altered his schedule to decrease the chance of even seeing her — 
whatever it took to create distance between them. 

But the erotic dreams about her continued in spite of his efforts, and in 
the few times their eyes had met in passing she seemed unruffled by 
his detachment. If possible, she was even warmer and always had a 
smile for him. That only made it worse. He was treating her unfairly for 
something that wasn’t her fault. 

He knew his behaviour toward her in his room that night had been 
unmistakable and unbidden, and she hadn't shied away. It was very 


difficult to forget. But it would have been a mistake. Any sort of 
involvement was out of the question... 

From his hidden vantage point, Remus was certain that Tonks could 
not see him and he was thankful. It allowed him blessed anonymity, a 
luxury he never experienced in the cold light of day. He could watch 
her standing there so provocatively and pretend it was for his benefit 
alone. He could pretend a lot of things. 

However, his little fantasy was shattered a few moments later when 
her drink was delivered and she turned back to the bar. Two young 
men, one on either side of her, had moved in and engaged Tonks in 
conversation. Remus took his eyes from her in order to scan the rest of 
the crowd and their activities. The den was mercifully quiet. Why they 
did not play loud music here like in so many other Muggle clubs, he did 
not know. 

Most of the patrons lingered in small groups, lounging on settees in the 
dim corners. Entertainment consisted of talking quietly, indulging in 
drugs and foreplay, or some combination. Pairs or threesomes would 
disappear into rooms down a poorly lit hallway, closing the doors 
behind them. The open and communal manner of their interactions 
was alien to Remus’s experience. To him it seemed a strange life 
indeed. 

He ordered a drink, and for the better part of an hour he looked on as 
the two men at the bar inched closer and closer to Tonks. They 
seemed to take turns leaning in to whisper in her ear, or resting a hand 
on her back or shoulder. One retrieved a barstool for her while the 
other ordered her another drink. So gallant. But their predatory tactics 
were obvious to his eyes. 

For her part, Tonks expertly managed their attention and held their 
interest as all three of them laughed and talked equally. However, it 
seemed to Remus that she touched and teased them just a little more 
than was wise — or necessary. It irked him that even in the relative 
hush of the club, their conversation was just outside his range of 
hearing. 

A disquieting edginess grew within him the longer he watched. He 
slowly became aware of an urge to interfere, but he knew better. 
Tonks was in the process of gathering important information for the 
Order and she was doing fine. She was an Auror after all, he reminded 
himself again — trained, professional, and capable. She did not 
require his help. 

More time slid by, and although he was technically on duty, Remus 
ordered another drink. It would at least lend him some distraction from 
the parade of flirtation before him that he now found quite irritating. 
She’s just doing her job. Long minutes ticked past. Revelers emerged 
from the hallway only to be replaced by others. 


And then it happened. One of the men leaned in and slowly licked her 
neck. Remus felt every muscle in his body tense. This was going too 
far. He watched anxiously as Tonks faltered for just a heartbeat but 
then recovered. Still, her postured had become ever so slightly more 
defensive. 

Remus sat forward in his chair but hesitated. The plan had been for 
her to appear to be alone and build a presence there in case they 
needed to return for more information. He needed to stay out of it, but 
found it increasingly difficult to control himself. Suddenly he wanted 
nothing more than to see those two tossers bloodied up, and what was 
more, he wanted to be the one to do it. 

Tonks slid from her chair and stood. Her profile was now visible to him, 
and the part of her face he could see was tight but seemingly calm. 
She began to slowly edge backward, nodding her head toward the 
door as if she were making for the loo. 

One of the men moved in behind to block her and she backed into him. 
The other reached for her wrist and began to pull her toward him. The 
first man reached from behind and placed his hands on her hips, 
slowly pushing and steering her in the direction of the hallway. She 
wrenched herself free from the man behind her, but stumbled as the 
first man maintained a vise-like grip on her arm. 

No one else in the den seemed to be taking any notice of the scuffle, 
and Remus could stand no more. In a silent, fluid rush he was by her 
side. 

“Ah...there you are, love,” he murmured silkily. He’d said it near 
Tonks’s ear, but made sure it was loud enough for the men to hear. 
Then, as if he’d done it a thousand times before, he laid his hand on 
the back of her neck, tilted her head and gave her a slow, familiar kiss. 
He only had a fraction of a second to look in her eyes before he pulled 
away. 

The first man, whose hand was still clamped around her forearm, 
laughed at Tonks. “Who's the old man?” 

The other man snickered. 

Before she could say a word, Remus slid his hand from her neck and 
grabbed her free hand, closed it tightly in his and said, “Let’s go 
home.” 

“Maybe that’s not what she wants,” challenged the man, refusing to 
release her. 

“| knowwhat she wants.” Remus smiled malevolently as his eyes 
remained riveted to the man who had spoken, silently daring him to 
push it. “And | suggest you remove your hand from her. Now.” 

“Or you'll do what?” taunted the man. 

Remus leaned past Tonks, stopping within just inches of the man’s 
face and growled, “Or I'll tear out your throat with my teeth — to start.” 


The man’s expression phased from haughtiness to disbelief to fear in 
the blink of an eye. He suddenly dropped Tonks’s arm as if it had 
burned him. 

Remus turned away and pulled Tonks along with him, out of the den 
and into the dark street outside. He walked quickly and purposefully, 
clearly in a hurry to put as much distance as he could between them 
and that place. The pace he set was difficult for Tonks to match and 
she tripped once, trying to keep up. 

“Remus, please,” she said, easing off and forcing him to slow down. 
“Wait.” 

He stopped. 

“Why did you do that?” 

He sighed. “It seemed that you had lost control of the situation. | 
stepped in.” 

“That’s not what | mean, Remus, and you know it,” she said quietly. 

“| was supposed to provide security, wasn’t |?” There was just enough 
light in the street that he could see her upturned face. 

“Security? That’s what you call that?” 

Remus swallowed hard and looked away. 

“Okay, then what about now?” she pressed. 

“What do you mean?” 

Tonks waggled her arm. His eyes fell to their joined hands. He hadn’t 
realised he was still holding onto her. He let go immediately. 

She was watching him closely, waiting for an answer. An answer he 
didn’t have. He nervously ran a hand through his hair and lookup up 
the street. 

“We'd best meet up with Jones,” he said. 

They walked the rest of the way in silence. 
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Chapter 9: Sexy Beast 


It was very late and the house was quiet when they returned to number 
twelve. Moody conducted the debriefing in the cavernous greystone 
kitchen, as usual. Hestia Jones was excused as she had only 
participated as the lookout, and had no first-hand information. That left 
Tonks and Remus to face Moody’s interrogation. 

For the most part his questions were directed at Tonks, and for once 
she was grateful. It allowed her to manage what Mad-Eye was told. If 
Moody did fire a question to Remus, Tonks was prepared to interrupt if 
she wasn’t at ease with what his answer might be. 

She didn’t want Moody knowing she’d nearly lost control of the 
situation at the goth den. Tonks had worked hard to prove she was 
tough and able to handle herself — not to mention the Order could ill 
afford an additional loss of confidence. She didn’t want it known that 
Remus had rescued her. Among other things. 

Not that she really believed Remus would purposely divulge any 
embarrassing truths. Then again, she would not have guessed him to 
be the cause of them either. His behaviour toward her was very 
confusing, and she simply felt more comfortable reporting the details 
herself. 

Comfort, however, was a relative term when one fell under the scrutiny 
of Moody’s relentless magical eye. That eye was an instrument of fear 
and loathing amongst Aurors. No one, save its owner, knew exactly 
how much could be seen with it. It was legend. Some said that 
Moody’s eye could see through to your very thoughts, that it could read 
moods and feelings as if they were writing upon your forehead. Tonks 
didn’t know if it was true or not, but the prospect of Mad-Eye divining 
what had happened earlier with Remus — or how she felt about it — 
made her slightly sick. 

Still in the clothing she’d worn on the assignment, the heavy leather 
was becoming increasingly stifling. Tonks could only hope that Moody 
wouldn’t drag out the interview. 

“These two men you spoke with,” Mad-Eye growled at Tonks, “did they 
give you any useful information?” 

“Some, yes. One mentioned something about a few of their crowd that 
had gone missing. So we know we've at least got the right place,” she 
said positively. 

“What else?” Moody prompted. 

“Well, not too much. | spent most of the time gaining their trust.” 
Remus shifted in his chair and made a vague, derisive sound. Tonks 
shot him a quick but meaningful glare, but it was too late. Moody’s 
normal eye remained on her while the magical one swiveled across to 


Remus. It gave Moody’s grizzled face the added strangeness of 
appearing cross-eyed. 

“’m sure | can get details — get them to warm up a bit more,” Tonks 
said anxiously, raising her voice a little in an effort to regain Mad-Eye’s 
attention. Moody’s magical eye returned to her. “The sooner | go back, 
the better, | think.” 

“Go back?” Remus asked disbelievingly, glancing between Tonks and 
Moody. “Surely there is no need, Alastor? We’ve already verified our 
information, what more could be gained?” 

“You disapprove of Tonks returning, Lupin? Why?” Moody’s voice was 
edgy and his eyes were crossed once more. 

“It's not a matter of disapproving,” Remus said quickly. Out of the 
corner of her eye, Tonks was certain she could see a hint of blush on 
his face, but she didn’t dare look at him directly. Not now. “I simply 
don’t see the point, that’s all. Why put her in danger again in the hope 
of finding out something more than we already know?” 

“Danger?” Moody quirked the chiseled, uneven brow over his good 
eye. “What danger are you referring to?” 

“I’m sure only the general sort of danger that accompanies undercover 
work, Mad-Eye,” Tonks interrupted. “Isn’t that what you meant, 
Remus?” she asked pointedly. 

“Naturally,” he said, although his tone was perfectly insincere. 

“Tonks is right. She’s made progress there and | want to see if she can 
learn anything else. In fact, | want her to return tomorrow night,” said 
Moody. 

“Really, Alastor, | don’t see—” Remus began. 

“And since your attitude apparently prevents you from supporting this 
mission,” Moody cut across Remus’s words, “Il am removing you from 
it. After the mess in Salisbury I’ve hesitated to send anyone out alone, 
but Tonks here isn’t just anyone. She can handle that lot by herself, I’m 
sure.” 

“Certainly,” said Tonks. Although she was relieved to still hold Moody’s 
confidence, it was undeniably strange that he would overrule Remus 
out of hand and remove him from the assignment. After all, his 
objection wasn’t that strong or unmerited. 

Nevertheless, it was done, and the bravado she felt was quickly 
becoming a sense of dread. It would be necessary to revise her tactics 
with the men at the club to prevent an outcome similar to what 
happened tonight. 

Tonks hated to admit it, but without Remus to watch her back it would 
be more difficult next time if things got complicated again. He had 
defused the situation in a very unorthodox and unnecessarily personal 
method, but it had been effective. It was a lot less trouble to clean up 
after than a hex or banishing spell. 


“That’s all for tonight,” Moody said dismissively as he struggled to 
stand. Without looking at either of them again, he limped a few steps 
from the table and Disapparated. 

Tonks finally braved a glance at Remus. His hands gripped the 
wooden chair arms while one leg bounced nervously on the ball of his 
foot. His expression was murderous. She had wanted to ask him again 
about his actions, about what he was feeling, but the angry air that 
surrounded him was unnerving and she didn’t want to try that sort of 
conversation now. 

Without another word, she walked out of the kitchen and had barely 
started down the hall before Remus was behind her. She felt his hand 
close around her arm above the elbow, stopping her. He moved 
around to face her before quickly pushing her back into the dark corner 
near the kitchen door. 

“Are you mad? What do you think you’re doing going back there?” His 
voice was tense, controlled, and very near. 

“My job,” she said, speaking to a button on his overcoat. She was 
determined not to look at his face. 

“Really?” He leaned in closer, resting his weight on the forearm he’d 
placed on the wall, just above her head. “Or maybe,” he seemed to 
pause for effect, “maybe you fancyhaving your neck licked by 
strangers.” 

As his words sunk in, Tonks was stunned by the implication. “What?” 
She snapped her head up, no longer able to avoid looking in his eyes. 
It happened immediately. She felt the same strange, magnetic pull she 
had that night in his room. There was a soft amber glow in his eyes 
and it made her feel dizzy. For a few seconds she could only stare at 
him in a dreamy, mesmerised silence. 

It seemed to be the reaction he was hoping for as his mouth slowly 
curved into a strange smile. Tonks couldn't understand how he 
seemed to change from one mood to the next so quickly. 

“You know that’s not true,” she said quietly. “Besides, | have to go. You 
heard Moody.” 

“But | won't be there to provide security this time.” From somewhere 
above her head, he lowered his fingers into her hair and she could feel 
them gently twirling a few strands. She shivered involuntarily. 

“Then you should’ve behaved and you'd still be on the assignment.” 
Tonks felt as though she must be mumbling. 

“Yes, everything could be much easier if only | would behave,” he said, 
his eyes finally releasing hers and drifting down to her mouth, and then 
to her tattoos and the curves they decorated. 

“Why are you doing this?” she whispered. 

“You mean...expressing concern for your welfare?” He smiled faintly. 
“Remus...” She tried to catch his eye again but couldn’t. “Why don’t 


you trust me?” 

“Say you won't go back there,” he said, still ignoring her questions. “It’s 
not safe, and there’s already been too much loss, hasn’t there?” 

His free hand hovered just above the skin on her chest. Even as overly 
warm as she was in the leather clothes, she could feel the heat from 
his fingers. She forced a swallow. 

“Please, Remus, don't. It’s not fair using Sirius to cover for yourself.” 
He finally looked in her eyes again. “Cover for myself?” 

“You know what I’m saying. Sirius was always honest about how he 
felt, sometimes painfully so. Using his death now, to avoid being 
honest with me, is wrong.” 

He smiled lazily again. “So you want painful honesty from me then, is 
that it?” 

“I'll take what | get, yes.” 

“Are you sure?” 

Tonks couldn’t find the will to soeak. He leaned in closer. So close that 
his lips brushed the corner of her mouth with each word that he 
whispered. 

“It may be a rare thing, but for what it’s worth | do trust you.” He 
hesitated then and it was maddening. The need she felt to turn her 
face a fraction to the side and kiss him was nearly overwhelming. 
“More than anyone,” he finished, his voice just a thread of sound. 

No longer able to control her desire in that hazy, personal moment, 
Tonks closed her eyes and slid her lips over his. She could feel his 
mouth forming a smile, and a sudden fear stabbed at her. Was he only 
teasing me? Trembling, she pulled back. 

His hovering hand quickly came to rest on her throat, and he gently 
eased her head back against the wall. Heated amber eyes met hers 
and what she saw in them both frightened and excited her. She 
watched the smile dissolve on his face before closing her eyes to his 
kiss. 

One hand still in her hair, the other sliding down over her wildly beating 
heart, Tonks gave in to the thrilling sensation of willful submission. 
Remus was like a coiled spring, and the tension vibrated through his 
body and into hers. She opened her mouth to him and nearly fainted 
from the intensity he unleashed upon her. His kisses held traces of 
savagery...the promise of unbearable intimacy, and she wanted that 
promise fulfilled. 

Surging with a sparkling energy, Tonks responded to him boldly. Her 
hands found their way inside his overcoat, slipping under his jumper to 
tug his shirttail free. She’d longed to touch that purple mark again 
since her eyes had wandered over it that night in his room. She 
wouldn't stop now. 

Without releasing his sensuous hold on her lips, Remus made a small 


noise in the back of his throat when her hand made contact with his 
skin. Tonks slid her fingers further up his smooth chest to the soft, 
waxy scar and he pressed in closer still, moulding their bodies 
together. 

Just as she dimly considered that they should take it upstairs, Remus 
froze and lifted his head. Of course he would sense it before she did. 
Someone else had joined them in the hallway. The diplomatic sound of 
a throat being cleared grated in the sudden silence. It was 
Dumbledore. 

Tonks slipped her hands from beneath Remus’s clothes, her face 
tingling with embarrassment. As he pulled away, Remus hesitated for 
an instant to look at her, a most curious expression fixed to his 
features. The look in his eyes was heavy with meaning, yet in that 
fleeting moment she didn’t have the opportunity to reflect on what it 
meant. 

Remus straightened to full height and stepped only slightly aside, 
making a subtle effort to shield her from view as he turned to face 
Dumbledore. 

“Please forgive me. It was not my intention to intrude.” Dumbledore 
gazed steadfastly at the ceiling. 

“What can | do for you, sir?” 

It seemed to Tonks that Remus had managed that question with 
remarkable calm. 

“Nothing, thank you, Remus. I’m afraid there is a matter | must discuss 
with Tonks. That is, if she might be spared?” The headmaster 
continued to study the plaster over their heads. 

“Of course, sir.” Tonks gathered her wits and smoothed her clothing as 
best she could before stepping out from behind Remus. 

“In the office then?” Dumbledore finally looked at her directly. 
“Certainly, sir. After you.” 

“Good night, Remus,” Dumbledore said as he moved past Remus. 
Tonks fell in step behind him, but soon stopped and glanced 
backward. The amber glow in Remus’s eyes was still visible as he 
stood alone in the darkened hallway. She smiled, hoping he 
understood, and then turned away before she moved out of sight. 

In Dumbledore’s small office with the door closed, Tonks seated 
herself — determined not to be embarrassed. There are no rules 
against involvement between Order members, and Remus and | are 
adults. What can Dumbledore say?Despite the self-encouragement, 
Tonks felt the sting return to her face. She felt the best course of action 
was to be silent until spoken to. It didn’t take long. 

“lam very sorry, my dear. | have dreadful timing.” 

“It’s all right,” Tonks said quietly, willing herself to look him in the eye. 
Dumbledore sat for some time in silence, studying her, his expression 


a mixture of curiosity and concern. Tonks was beginning to feel all the 
more ill at ease. 

“I’m afraid my timing is worse than you know,” he finally continued. 
“What do you mean, sir?” 

“You are aware that several Muggles have gone missing from a 
particular London club. In fact you were there yourself tonight, were 
you not?” 

“Yes.” 

“Earlier this evening, in your absence, | received information about the 
missing youths.” 

“They've been found? Are they all right?” 

“Alas, they are not.” 

“Is it what we feared? Death Eaters?” 

“That is undetermined at present. But what remained of the three 
bodies has been recovered.” 

“What remained?” Tonks asked with a growing fear. What remained of 
their bodies? “Were their deaths magical in nature?” 

“Yes...and no.” 

“What does that mean, sir?” 

“The cause of death in all three cases appears to be a werewolf 
attack.” 

“A werewolf...” Tonks whispered to herself. 

“Their throats were torn, the corpses dismembered and apparently 
eaten — in one case almost entirely. At my request, Severus visited 
the scene of the deaths — taking precaution, of course, to avoid the 
Muggle police — and performed a chemical analysis on the remains.” 
“To what end?” 

“Traces of magical energy were present at the scene and upon the 
remains. Evidence suggests they had been there for some time. The 
degree of decomposition prevented Severus from being able to 
pinpoint the precise times, but the murders would most likely have 
occurred during the last full moon. The remains were discovered in the 
wood, near the edge of the Hogsmeade ward.” 

“You’re not—” She couldn’t even say it. “You’re not suggesting that... 
that Remus has done this horrible thing?” 

“Tonks, please.” 

“No. It can’t be.” She refused to even consider it. “Are you saying you 
believe him guilty? That he could be capable of such a thing?” 

“It is my belief that he is, in fact, innocent. But sadly, | cannot agree 
that he is incapable of it. He is a werewolf, my dear, and one that has 
killed in the past.” 

One that has killed in the past. Tonks was mute with shock, trying to 
grasp the enormity of what Dumbledore had just said. When she 
remained silent, he continued. 


“The personal details of his past | shall leave to him, should he wish to 
tell you. Please do not misunderstand me, Tonks. Remus is, without 
question, a fine man and an accomplished wizard who struggles 
valiantly with a terrible curse. It is a testimony to the strength of his 
heart and humanity that he survives. But | must impress upon you the 
reality that he harbours a beast within him, and that beast is 
unpredictable, clever, and vicious when unleashed.” 

“But he’s never done or said anything wrong — not once — in all the 
time I’ve known him,” she said, almost to herself. 

“No doubt that is true. His strength of will and determination to 
suppress his lesser nature is rare among his kind. Every day he 
chooses his path. However, even a man of such character weakens 
over time, and through hardship.” 

“Hardship?” 

“For Remus, life is a continual fight against terrible forces. The 
Wolfsbane potion prevents his transformations, but at each full lunar 
phase his body longs to complete the change. Resisting it drains him. 
He endures intense social pressures; the hostility and fear he 
generates in others is a constant burden. And then there is the instinct 
to mate and produce...offspring, the alteration of his appearance...” 
“What do you mean alteration?” 

“It is my suspicion that Remus deliberately ages himself, to minimize 
his uniqueness. It is a remarkably clever idea. He received the bite as 
a child, but his body continued to grow to full adulthood so as to be the 
most effective hunter. | would imagine he is, in his true appearance, 
about your age. You must not forget that he is an immortal.” 

Tonks thought her heart would explode from the magnitude of this 
information. So many puzzle pieces shifted into place. “So much | 
didn’t realise,” she said. 

“The pressures of his curse — combined with the guilt he still feels 
over the death of the Potters, the deep feelings of responsibility he 
feels for Harry, his accountability to the Order, and finally Sirius’s tragic 
death —have all pushed Remus to the edge. It is now that he is at his 
weakest, and therefore his most dangerous.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” she asked weakly, her voice breaking. 
“Knowledge, Tonks, is both weapon and counselor.” 

“But why now?” She couldn’t stop the tears from forming in her eyes. 
“lam sorry, my dear. | was not aware until...quite recently...that you 
and Remus were involved.” 

“We're not.” She sighed. “Well, we weren't. We haven’t even talked 
about it.” 

“My reason for telling you this now is quite simple. | need your help.” 
“In what way?” She wiped away a tear. 

“It is my opinion that Voldemort and his followers have staged these 


deaths in order to implicate Remus. With Sirius dead, he was most 
likely to be the next focus of their efforts. The ultimate goal, of course, 
is to systematically isolate Harry Potter from those he loves, and those 
who would protect him.” 

“Of course.” 

“However, with regard to Remus, his status as an immortal makes him 
particularly difficult to extinguish. It is a task they haven't time for. How 
much better would it be to breed fear amongst the common folk, those 
who would then hunt him down and kill him, thereby solving their 
problem? | expect a story detailing the werewolf theory will appear in 
the Prophet within the next few days.” 

“That’s why Moody is sending me back, isn’t it? That’s why he took 
Remus off the assignment.” 

“Yes. Obviously Remus cannot participate objectively in this 
investigation.” 

“But how can | help?” 

“It is of the utmost importance that we establish his unqualified 
innocence. | am asking you to shadow him until this business is 
resolved.” 

“You want me to follow him? Everywhere?” 

“Everywhere that a young lady might with propriety appear, yes.” 

“But | can’t do that. It's demeaning to him. He trusts me.” More than 
anyone... 

“| realise it is a difficult request, particularly in light of what’s happened, 
and | would not ask it of you if | were not certain of your convictions. 
You are trained, highly skilled, and most importantly, convinced of his 
innocence. | could not appeal to anyone else in the Order, those 
whose sensibilities are somewhat strained where werewolves are 
concerned.” 

Tonks knew Dumbledore was right. There was no one else. And she 
did believe in Remus. But if he ever found out | agreed to follow him, 
would he still believe in me? She unconsciously raised a finger to her 
lips, reliving the sensation of his kisses only minutes before. She 
closed her eyes, struggling to commit to Dumbledore’s request. 

“Who else knows? | mean, about the suspicions and my proposed 
involvement?” 

“Only Alastor, Severus, and myself.” 

“No one else will know?” 

“No one. You have my word.” 

“When?” 

“It must begin immediately, I’m afraid.” 

Tonks gritted her teeth and forced out the words. “All right. I'll do it.” 
Dumbledore was watching her with curious concern again. 

“Is there anything else?” Tonks suddenly felt desperately tired. 


“Just one small piece of advice from an old man.” He smiled 
mysteriously. “Protect your heart, my dear. Once broken, even magic 
cannot mend it.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Tonks Apparated directly from Dumbledore’s office to her room. She 
couldn't risk the noise on the stairs or walking past his room. Not 
tonight. Too much had already happened, and she needed time to 
think. 

Changing for bed, Tonks couldn’t keep her mind from returning to the 
dark corner in the downstairs hallway. She’d certainly never felt 
anything like the fire that had burned in her blood tonight. Remus was 
so dark and intense. She felt different. Changed. That’s because 
you've only experienced boys, she thought. 

Then she was struck by something Dumbledore had said. Something 
about Remus really being her age — and that he would be forever. Her 
heart took on an added weight. How could she possibly hope for 
anything with him? Why would he want someone who will eventually 
grow old and die when he will not? Unless the Death Eater plan 
succeeded. 

It didn’t matter anyway. Chances were Remus would find out she was 
spying on him, that she’d betrayed him, and he’d never want to see her 
again. She hated the irony. The one person he said he trusted would 
be the one he should not. 

Now utterly depressed, she stepped to the mirror for one last look at 
her tattoos before she removed them. Tonks glanced at herself and 
froze. Suddenly it made sense. The look Remus gave her when he 
pulled away, and then Dumbledore’s curious examination of her. 

She hadn’t done it. She hadn’t even felt it happen — and she 
always felt the changes. It seemed impossible, and yet it was true. Her 
eyes were amber, just as his had been. 
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Notes: This outtake was written by my friend Charity. It's a lovely 
story in its own right, and adds some important information and 
insights into Tonks's childhood and other events in Blood on the Moon. 
It's AU now, of course, and some of the facts may be incorrect; this 
outtake and my story were both written before some of the precise 
timeline was known. Nevertheless, | recommend you read it. | 
guarantee you'll enjoy it and it will enhance the details in my story. 


KKK 


Reflections on the Moon 


Tonks woke suddenly. She hated waking up that way, as if it were from 
an unexpected sound or movement that her body responded to but her 
brain didn’t quite process. She listened intently and glanced around 
her darkened room. Nothing seemed amiss. She was still alone — with 
her thoughts and her drumming heartbeat. 

She lay in bed for a while, an arm resting on her forehead as she tried 
not to rethink the latest realities. But they slipped through anyway. / 
didn’t even have ten minutes to myself to appreciate the blessing of his 
trust before it was compromised. Her eyes began to sting with tears. 
Her eyes. 

Sliding from the bed, Tonks went to the mirror again. The glow of 
golden honey she saw there was eerie but somehow thrilling. She 
knew she should change them back to something less conspicuous 
but not yet — it was a little bit of him she could hold onto. For now. 
Moving to the window, Tonks nestled herself upon the sill, hugging her 
knees against the chill brought on by her emotions. She could not keep 
her eyes away from the sliver of moon that hung in the sky. It was such 
a beautiful and mysterious thing and yet it caused so much difficulty 
and pain for someone like Remus. 

Remus. She’d been thinking about him so much lately, even before 
tonight. Her circle of acquaintances was fairly small and her circle of 
true friends was even smaller. She hadn’t been conscious of it, but 
Remus had slowly become a fixture in her life. In some ways it seemed 
as though she had always known him — and it wasn’t far from the truth. 
She was six when she had accompanied her parents to the wake of 
her cousin, Regulus Black. Although she felt guilty for it, especially 
given the event, Tonks hated her mother’s family. They were the most 
unpleasant people she had ever met. She found them arrogant, 
snobbish, and cold — forever looking down their aristocratic noses at 
anyone deemed beneath them. 

Tonks had always been in that category; so had her father for that 
matter. Thus Black family functions tended to be painful experiences. 
The occasion of Regulus’s wake, however, had been somewhat 
different. Although he remained bitterly estranged from his family, 
Sirius had made a rare and unexpected appearance. Despite the 
reason that brought them together, his presence had lifted the gloom 
that usually permeated Tonks’s spirit. 

It was on that day that she had first met Remus. Tonks smiled softly in 
remembrance, allowing her thoughts to drift back in time... 
"Nymphadora!" 

Her mother’s voice cracked through the air like a whip and Tonks 


cringed. She took care to clear her face of all but innocence before she 
turned around. 

"Yes, Mummie?" 

"What on earth have you done to your hair, child?" Andromeda 
frowned as she fingered a violently red curl. 

Tonks giggled and shook her head, causing curls to riot madly about. "I 
like it. It’s pretty!" 

"It is not civilized for a young lady to have such outrageous hair," 
Andromeda rebuked. "Look at the rest of your family — they are all neat 
and presentable." 

Tonks peered behind her mother at the others gathered about in the 
entry hall of Malfoy Manor. All were impeccably dressed, not a hair on 
their sleek heads out of place. Boring! Tonks thought to herself. 
"Change your hair back please," Andromeda said, commanding her 
daughter’s attention once again. "And Nymphadora, do try to look 
appropriate today." 

Young Tonks huffed and sighed, but quickly realized that her mother 
was not going to budge on this issue. Screwing up her face in the 
perfect expression of concentration, Tonks felt her hair slowly 
straighten, soften, and darken. 

Andromeda smiled briefly and turned her attention elsewhere, as if 
satisfied that her unusual daughter would not cause disruption. Tonks 
watched her and resolved to change her hair back to the vibrant curls 
as soon as she thought she could get away with it. She rather liked the 
red. 

"Careful, love." Her father’s admonition penetrated her rebellious 
thoughts. "You know how your mother is around her family. She'll be 
watching you all day, you can count on that." 

Tonks never could understand how her father was able to read her 
thoughts so easily. She looked up at him guiltily. "But-" 

He shook his head. "No buts. Just be good for your mother today, 
okay?" He smiled gently before leaning close to her ear and 
whispering, "You can have bright red curls tomorrow, all right? Just for 
me." 

Tonks smiled and threw her arms around her father. "Alright, Daddy. 
Just for you." 

Holding tightly to her father’s hand, the two of them walked toward the 
gathering of people in the center of the room. Tonks had never been to 
Malfoy Manor before — but it didn’t take long to realise it was clearly an 
unfriendly place. 

On her right was an antique sideboard displaying all manner of 
objects: shiny metallic instruments, self-locking boxes, candles that 
glowed with red flames, and a jar that Tonks swore held a human 
eyeball floating in murky water. She thought it was a strange choice to 


hold the wake here, but she’d overheard her mother say Mrs. Black 
was too distraught to manage at Grimmauld Place. Appearances were 
everything to her mother’s family. 

The Blacks were notorious for displaying their best around one 
another. Although "best" was a relative term, in Tonks’s mind. They 
never talked about anything fun or happy, and every occasion seemed 
like nothing more than an excuse to flatter themselves and say nasty 
things about everyone else. 

A statue shrieked at her as she walked by, startling her and causing 
her to jump. Her face burned with embarrassment as a few people 
standing nearby laughed, but she merely stiffened her spine and 
continued on her way, ignoring the statue and the amusement at her 
expense. 

She passed a large, old tapestry that hung with distinction in the center 
of the wall. Looking closer, Tonks could see that it was the history of 
the Malfoys, an artistic family tree much like the one of her mother’s 
family. Though she was technically part of the family as Narcissa’s 
niece, she didn’t bother looking for her name. She hated her name, 
and somehow she knew it wouldn't be there anyway. 

As always when at a Black family gathering, the fixtures on the walls 
appeared creepy and sinister. It seemed to Tonks that this home had 
objects than usual, with sculptures and ornaments jockeying for 
position amongst scowling portraits. She supposed that it was due to 
the large number of family members assembled — the crowd provided 
a better audience. Appearances, it would seem, mattered even to the 
artwork. 

Scanning the dimly lit room, she saw a few unrecognizable faces 
mixed in with her aunts, uncles, and cousins. Tonks’ mother now stood 
with her two sisters. Aunt Narcissa was pale and delicate, her belly 
round with child. Tonks felt no excitement about the impending arrival 
of her new cousin, someone who would surely grow to torment her as 
the others did. Aunt Bellatrix was thin and dark; her eyes glittered in 
the candlelight when she turned her head. The three of them were 
regal and beautiful against the menacing backdrop. 

Tonks’s great aunt and uncle, Sirius’s parents, stood near a large 
portrait of Regulus. The portrait was speaking to them in low tones, but 
all conversation ceased as Tonks and her father approached. 

"I'm terribly sorry for your loss," Ted Tonks began, extending his hand 
toward Mr. Black. Sirius’s father ignored the offered hand as if 
accepting it would tarnish him in some way. Tonks trembled under 
their icy gazes. 

After an eternity of uncomfortable seconds Tonks and her father 
moved away. She clutched his hand and blinked back tears. Despite 
feeling unwanted and unwelcome, she would not cry. Not when they 


could see. 

Tonks blew out a shaky breath to steady herself and looked around the 
large room once more. It was then that she saw him. 

"Sirius!" 

"Hello, little Dorrie." 

Tonks grinned happily. She had missed Sirius. He was the only person 
besides her father who knew her secret — that she didn’t like her full 
name — and honored her by never saying it. 

Sirius smiled back at her and shook her father’s hand in greeting. "This 
is my friend Remus Lupin," Sirius explained, gesturing to the man 
standing next to him. "We were at Hogwarts together." 

"Hello," Remus said warmly, his voice scratchy and low, "nice to meet 
you." He wore faded brown robes that starkly contrasted with the finery 
of the Black family, but something about his smile made little Tonks 
feel comfortable. 

The three men began to speak about Hogwarts, her father asking 
questions of Sirius and Mr. Lupin about their time there. Tonks listened 
with envy, as she still had five years to wait before her own letter would 
arrive. And that letter would arrive; there was no way anyone could 
deny she had her own special magic. Looking around at her 
surroundings with a shudder, she fervently hoped that she would defy 
the family tradition, as Sirius had, and not be sorted into Slytherin. 
While the men spoke, reliving their adventurous childhoods, Tonks’s 
mind drifted. She began amusing herself the best way she knew: by 
using her gift as a Metamorphmagus. Concentrating slightly, she felt 
the familiar tugs and swirls in her eyes, and knew that their color was 
changing. Though she couldn't see it, she knew that if she looked in a 
mirror, purple eyes would be looking back at her. Tonks frowned faintly 
and her brow creased. Half the fun of having purple eyes was getting 
to see them, so she changed them back. 

Next, she made her eyelashes grow long, until they curled up high 
over the tops of her eyebrows. She blinked quickly to see them flutter. 
A short, silly laugh escaped as she did so, and to her utter 
embarrassment she found Mr. Lupin watching her. 

Tonks clapped a hand over her mouth in a futile attempt to stifle the 
wicked giggle before it drew attention to her. But Sirius had already 
been distracted by her struggle and turned his gaze toward her as well. 
He smiled broadly, and she realised that her eyelashes were still as 
long as phoenix feathers. She quickly concentrated on changing them 
back, but stopped short when Mr. Lupin knelt down next to her. 

"That’s an interesting talent you have, young lady," he said. "Where did 
you learn that?" 

His voice and manner were gentle, but Tonks could see her enlarged 
eyelashes tremble just the same. Hastily, she returned them to normal, 


lest the nice man notice that she was nervous or worse — her mother 
look over and see. "I..." she glanced at her father, silently asking his 
blessing before continuing. He gave her a warm, indulgent smile and 
she felt comforted by his presence, "I’m a Metamorphmagus." Her 
tongue tripped a bit over the words and inwardly she cringed, but Mr. 
Lupin did not seem to notice. 

"A Metamorphmagus, eh? That is a rare talent, indeed," Remus said. 
"Do you have fun with it?" 

"Oh, yes!" Tonks answered excitedly. "| can do all sorts of things, 
watch!" Once again, Tonks tweaked her face in concentration, but 
before she could affect any change a disdainful voice sliced through 
the pleasantries. 

"Well, well, what an interesting little group," Aunt Bellatrix sneered as 
she approached them. "A blood traitor and his shabby tag-a-long, a 
Muablood, and a freak." 

"Nymphadora is a Metamorphmagus, not a freak." Sirius spoke firmly, 
ignoring the insults directed at himself and the others. Many heads 
turned their way in surprise at his words, and Tonks herself looked up 
at him with a mixture of wonder and appreciation. Aunt Bellatrix, 
however, simply smirked. 

"Still committed to defending the weak and the wretched, Sirius?" Aunt 
Bellatrix scoffed. "Fool. At least your parents had one faithful, pure son 
to be proud of." She glanced to her left, toward the portrait of Regulus. 
Tonks, young as she was, could easily detect the many emotions that 
emanated from Siruis. Hatred, pride, and rebellion flowed off of him. 
His hands were clenched into taut fists. 

"Ah, yes. It pains me deeply to disgrace the Most Noble and Ancient 
House of Black," Sirius mocked. Before he could continue, however, 
another voice broke in. 

"Sirius." 

Mr. Lupin’s voice was quiet but firm. Immediately, Sirius visibly calmed 
and Tonks gaped at the change in him. Aunt Bellatrix swept her cold, 
glittering eyes over Mr. Lupin as if she was insulted that he had the 
nerve to speak. She moved away without another word. 

Tonks looked at Mr. Lupin again, this time with an added measure of 
respect. Few people could affect her defiant cousin in such a manner. 
She was impressed by the gentle and seemingly peaceful man and the 
simple fashion in which he avoided a potentially explosive situation 
was remarkable. 

The remainder of the afternoon passed with little conflict. Most of the 
family avoided Tonks, her father, Sirius and Mr. Lupin. Her mother 
flitted back and forth, trying her best to divide her time; seemingly 
unwilling to leave her husband and daughter alone but also unable to 
escape the demands of her family. 


Tonks spent the remainder of her time carefully watching Mr. Lupin. 
Well, as carefully as a six-year-old could. She listened as he spoke 
with her father and Sirius, even though she did not understand much of 
their conversation. She watched as he took in his surroundings — the 
same creepy objects and paintings she herself had looked at earlier — 
and was pleased that he did not seem to like them either. 
He caught her watching him a few times, but gave her a slight smile 
and didn’t seem to mind. Tonks was happy he had come along that 
day. He was so different than most adults she met — certainly different 
than her family, with the exceptions of Daddy and Sirius. Mr. Lupin had 
helped turn a dreadful few hours into something almost pleasant. 
Emerging at last from her memories, Tonks couldn't help but think of 
Sirius. Reckless, handsome, defiant. Sirius was so youthful in her 
memory, and it startled her to realize how little he had really changed 
before he died. 
When she was a child, he had always seemed more like an uncle to 
her than a cousin. So, for that matter, had Regulus, although she 
hardly remembered him. While the shadows from Sirius’ imprisonment 
were evident, the striking lines of his face and a touch of the natural 
Black arrogance were clearly there as well. 
But Azkaban had been an equalizer of sorts. She had grown up while 
Sirius had been frozen in time. Tonks realised that, toward the end, 
Sirius was definitely a cousin and not an uncle. He was also a friend. 
It was a thought-provoking dichotomy: Sirius had lived through more 
horrors and disappointments than most wizards ever conceived of, and 
yet he retained his youthfulness and vigor underneath it all. 
Much like Remus she supposed, whom - according to Dumbledore - 
was the same age as Tonks herself. That he deliberately aged himself 
to avoid curiosity and questions was still difficult to believe. Remus, 
who by all rights should be worn out from the life he had led, was truly 
youthful under his disguises. 
As ageless as that sliver of moon. 

—by Charity 


Chapter 10: Weave 


Remus woke early. He’d had that dream again. The dream of them 
together...naked, breathless, complete. He was dressed and 
downstairs before anyone else so that he would not risk missing her. 
Although it was always possible she might leave the house early, it 
was not her custom to miss breakfast in the kitchen. 

Remus felt almost frantic to see her, to speak to her about what 
passed between them last night in the hallway. He’d been telling 
himself he wasn’t interested in any sort of involvement, that it was out 
of the question. He’d rehearsed that speech for years but never more 
than in recent days. 

In truth, it was not disinterest that held him back but unsuitability. He 
couldn’t be interested. It was a luxury reserved for others. He had 
nothing to offer a woman — no home, no security, no future. Nothing 
but isolation and hardship, an eternal cycle of pain. How could he do 
that to anyone? To someone he would love? 

Oh, he’d been with women before — as a lad. One didn’t run round 
with the likes of James and Sirius and not fall in with girls at some 
point. But it never amounted to much. The older he got, the more he 
could appreciate the threat he represented to them, and this realisation 
had the equivalent strength of a hundred freezing cold showers. He 
reached a point of simply willing himself to be sexually inert. There was 
no choice. 

Yet he could not deny that something had happened last night. 
Something unexpected. When he had kissed Tonks — really kissed 
her — he’d felt a strange surge of energy building within his body, a 
magical energy he’d never experienced before. At first he had 
dismissed it as lust or unbridled enthusiasm. That was until he saw her 
eyes. 

The same energy had touched her as well, he was sure of it. He was 
also sure of something else now: she wanted him, too. He had seen it 
in her honeyed eyes, felt it in her. He’d halfway expected she would 
come to him after meeting with Dumbledore, but she didn’t and the rest 
of the night had been torture. 

Try as he might to ignore all the warnings, to allow his better judgment 
to talk sense, Remus now felt the emotion he feared most. Hope. 
Sitting alone at the huge kitchen table, his jittery leg bounced to an 
unconscious rhythm while his fingers drummed nervously on the chair 
arm. He wasn’t sure how long he sat there, lost in contemplation, 
before his thoughts were scattered by a spontaneous Apparation. 
Tonks had appeared in the kitchen, dressed in plain Muggle street 
clothes. Her back was to him and she didn’t seem to realise he was 


there. 

“Good morning,” he said evenly, trying not to startle her. 

Tonks whipped around to face him, remaining speechless for an 
instant. “Hey,” she said finally, smiling faintly while blushing madly. 
She was still sporting her tattoos. “You're up early.” 

“Yes.” Remus rose from his chair and moved toward her. She neither 
looked at him nor moved. In fact she didn’t even seem to be breathing. 
He stopped near her. “I couldn't sleep. Suppose | have a lot on my 
mind.” 

“Fancy that,” she said with a strained laugh, “must be going around.” 
Her eyes swept up toward his face. They were mostly a beautiful, 
cobalt blue, but a band of gold remained around the center. 

“Could | speak to you? Please? In private?” Remus asked quietly. “I 
think we need to talk.” 

Before Tonks could answer, the sound of voices could be heard in the 
hall. It was Vance, Shacklebolt, and Jones, all headed their way. 

“Meet me in my room — in a few minutes,” she whispered before 
abruptly turning away. 

Perfect. He’d have the opportunity to speak with Tonks alone as well 
as have a splendid reason to excuse himself from the company of 
Emmeline Vance. He exchanged pleasantries with the group before 
moving past them, making his way back upstairs. 

Remus felt uncomfortable entering Tonks’s personal quarters without 
her, so he hovered just inside the doorway of his own, waiting for her 
to return upstairs. A few minutes later, he heard a faint crack and knew 
she’d Apparated inside her room. He quietly moved down the hall and 
tapped on the door. She opened it and stepped aside to let him in, 
leaving the door open. 

He’d seen inside her room before and it was just as one might expect 
— a bit cramped and disheveled. She’d evidently charmed the walls a 
very warm pink, and all the furniture was white. Her bedroom was like 
a large, bright valentine, more evidence that she seemed to prefer the 
vibrant, passion colours. 

She spoke without looking at him. “What did you want to say, Remus?” 
“| wanted to talk about what happened...about last night,” he said 
softly. 

“You mean you want to know what Dumbledore wanted?” It was more 
a statement than a question, and Remus was confused. 

“No. | don’t mean that, | mean what happened between us.” 

He hoped to catch her eye but she continued to stare at some 
undetermined place on his chest. When she didn’t respond, Remus 
reached out a hand and gently raised her chin until their eyes met. 
“Your eyes,” he added softly. “I think we should at least talk about 
that.” He let his hand fall away from her face. 


“| don’t understand it,” she said nervously. “Nothing like this has ever 
happened before. I’ve tried to change them back but | can’t — not 
entirely. I’m sorry.” 

“Sorry?’ He smiled. “Why should you feel sorry?” 

“| didn’t want you to think—” She faltered. “Nothing. | have to go. I’m 
supposed to be meeting Moody right now.” 

“Why so early?” 

“He’s got something for me today. Plus he wants to go over my plan 
for tonight.” She was looking away again. 

“I see,” said Remus. “You're really going back to the fetish club on your 
own then?” 

“| have to go.” 

With that Tonks pushed past him and disappeared down the hall. 
Tonks had returned to the goth den on Moody’s orders, hoping to get 
details from the two men she’d met last night. She could only hope 
they visited as regularly as they had indicated. She wanted to get this 
whole business over with as quickly as possible. Being there alone 
was a completely different sort of mission, and it made her nervous. 
Sitting at the bar with the same black hair, leather, and tattoos, she 
ordered a drink and waited for her quarry to appear. As the minutes 
dragged by, her mind wandered. 

Maybe she'd been a little rude to Remus earlier, but she couldn't help 
it. She didn’t want to hear him say it. Hear him apologise for his lapse 
in judgment. She didn’t want to live through his kind, thoughtful 
rejection, or hear him say that it had been a mistake. 

And it was a mistake. If Remus sought to distance himself from her 
now, she could imagine how it would be when he discovered what she 
had agreed to do. No, it was all for the best, even if it didn’t feel like it 
at the moment. 

There in the surreal blue light of the club, Tonks felt lonelier than she 
had in years. Instead of a normal life with a husband and children, she 
was sitting around, surrounded by Muggles, investigating the activities 
of Death Eaters in an attempt to clear the name of someone she 
obviously shouldn't be thinking about. It was mad. 

How could his touch — from a single moment together — have 
changed me so much? Tonks struggled to come to terms with how 
different she felt inside. Why had her eyes changed colour? But more 
importantly, why had she been unable to change them back 
completely? 

There was a real element of fear woven into her feelings, but she had 
no one to share it with. She had no women friends. Who was she 
going to confide in? Mad-Eye? Dumbledore? Tonks felt quite sure that 
even if she wanted to share her feelings with those men, both would 


discourage her from pursuing a relationship with a werewolf. And there 
were other complications too; she worked with Remus in the Order, 
and now she was assigned to follow him. It was no use. 

Tonks happened to glance into the mirror behind the bar just then, and 
noticed one of the men she had been waiting for was approaching her 
from behind. Fortunately, it was the least boorish of the two. Pushing 
all the personal thoughts from her head, she assumed her best party 
girl attitude, and waited for him to speak. 

“Well, well. So the little troublemaker is back. Where’s the old man 
tonight?” the man said, coming to stand beside her at the bar. 

“Told him to shove off — that | fancied something younger for a 
change.” She slyly flicked her gaze over his body before smiling at 
him. 

“What's with your eyes? Some of those animal lenses they sell?” 
“Yeah,” said Tonks, grateful that he’d supplied his own answer. 
“Wicked, aren’t they?” 

“Depends,” he said. 

“On what?” Tonks laughed. 

“On whether the rest of you is as much of an animal?” He leered at 
her. 

The next few hours passed in a similar fashion. Tonks endured his 
hands upon her while she plied him with drinks, asking question upon 
subtle question. Eventually she got all the information she wanted. 
This bloke had seen the strangers visit the club, had seen them 
speaking with the missing regulars. His description left little doubt; one 
of them was her aunt, Bellatrix Lestrange. This knowledge filled Tonks 
with a sinking sort of disgust. Apparently killing Sirius hadn’t been 
enough for her. Now she was after Remus. 

All that remained now was to clear this man’s memory of her visit. If 
her aunt was involved, it was imperative that neither she nor her 
questions could be recalled. Of course the only way to accomplish it 
safely, and without attention, was to get him alone. 

Tonks screwed up her nerve and leaned in to whisper in his ear. “How 
about a tour down the hall?” she said in her silkiest, most breathless 
voice. She pulled back a bit to look him in the eye. 

A wide grin revealed his uneven teeth before he said, “I thought you’d 
never ask.” 

“Just give me a tic to freshen up, all right?” She hesitated coyly then 
leaned in again, as if she intended to kiss him, but stopped short. “I 
won't be long.” She squeezed his arm for good measure before sliding 
from her chair and heading for the loo. 

Once inside, she stepped into a stall and closed the door. Tonks 
removed her leather jacket and hung it on the coat hook on the back of 
the door, then stripped off her shirt and stuffed it inside a pocket of the 


coat. Then she slipped the jacket back on over her bare chest and 
zipped it up just enough. She wanted it to be obvious she was shirtless 
— just a little insurance to seal the deal and get him into that room. It 
would be a simple matter after that. 

Stepping from the stall, Tonks moved to the washbasin and fished her 
wand from another pocket, then bent to tuck it into her right bootleg. As 
she straightened to have one last look at herself, she was startled to 
see someone behind her in the reflection. 

“Remus? What are you doing here?” she said, completely stunned. 
“Providing security. Hold on — tightly.” 

Before she could utter a syllable in protest, he cinched his arm around 
her waist and Disapparated, taking her with him. They Apparated 
directly to his room at number twelve. After taking a few seconds to 
gather her wits, she rounded on him. 

“How could you do something so dangerous? You could have 
splinched us both into pieces! Bloody hell, Remus.” She shook her 
head. “Why would you do that?” 

“| was providing security,” he said flatly. 

“Oh, would you stop saying that?” she said irritably. “It’s ridiculous. 
Besides, you're not assigned anymore. You heard Moody.” 

“Yes, | heard him. He may have a magical eye, but he is still blind at 
times. You needed help.” 

“I did not! | could handle that bloke.” Tonks longed to ask what gave 
him the right to follow her, but the irony stopped her. “Even if | couldn't 
— why would you take a chance like that?” 

“Because | was unwilling to take even the slightest chance that 
he would handle you.” 

Such an open declaration from him, even a left-handed one, was 
unprecedented, and she didn’t know what to say. Righteous 
indignation aside, she felt her attitude toward him begin to soften. 

“But | wasn’t finished. | needed to clear his memory...of me and the 
questioning.” 

“Oh, | had already taken care of that,’ Remus said as he removed his 
overcoat and tossed it over the back of the desk chair. “But it may be 
some time before he can remember his name,” he finished, a half- 
smile on his face. 

Tonks could only stare at him. He really was unpredictable. And 
amazing. Standing there in a white dress shirt and trousers, hands on 
his hips — Tonks couldn't take her eyes off him. 

“Well, | suppose | should go. Mad-Eye will want an update.” 

“Mad-Eye can wait. You'll brief him tomorrow,” he said as he moved 
closer. 

“But he'll wonder when | don’t come back. What will he think?” 

“That you’ve got your own life? That maybe you went home with 


someone?” His voice was warm, his eyes hypnotic. So far he’d kept 
his hands to himself, but she was feeling that dizziness again. 

“No he won't. He'll...he’ll think something’s wrong. He knows I’d never 
just stay all night with someone.” 

“Never?” Remus reached for her jacket and pulled the zipper slowly, 
agonisingly downward. 

Tonks felt her heart race. His intentions were clear. In another few 
seconds he would expose her bare chest. A million thoughts collided in 
her mind. She could think of at least a dozen excellent reasons why 
she should leave — leave now before it was too late. Before it went too 
far. Excellent reasons... 

The zipper reached the end of its journey and the front of her jacket fell 
open. It was now or never. She raised her eyes to his, to plead for 
time, but she was held silent by their magic. He slipped his hands 
inside the coat and gradually slid it from her shoulders. Gravity pulled it 
free of her arms and it fell in a heap at her heels. 

Remus smiled vaguely as he looked upon her. For what seemed like a 
lifetime, Tonks stood there in uncomplicated modesty, barely able to 
hear his shallow breathing over all the thunder in her mind. He stepped 
closer until he was standing over her. 

Tonks felt a sudden warmth as one of his hands came to rest on her 
shoulder, one at her waist. With a mixture of fear, excitement, and 
longing, she found the confidence to look at his face. There seemed to 
be a universe of meaning haunting his eyes, and he hesitated for a 
moment...as if he were swearing a solemn, silent oath. 

She hooked a trembling finger into the space between two buttons on 
his shirt, pulling him against her. The hand on her shoulder slid behind 
her neck and she tensed as he tipped her head back. There would be 
no turning back. 

Was it wise to trust her feelings? To entwine her life with such a 
complicated man? Reaching to lace the fingers of her free hand in his 
hair, she hushed the voices of warning in her heart and pulled him into 
a kiss. 

Tonks fell awake slowly, dreamily. She was warm and in a heavenly 
state of relaxation. The details of her surroundings filtered casually into 
her consciousness, and realised the first light of morning was 
beginning to stream through the tattered lace curtains of the window. 
Lying on her side in the narrow bed, Remus was pressed against her 
back. An arm hugged her, his hand closed over one breast. His deep, 
even breathing told her he was still asleep. Being careful not to wake 
him, she slowly flexed her body against him. She wanted to feel his 
skin from head to toe. 

Smiling to herself, Tonks closed her eyes again and let the images of 


what they had shared linger in her mind. He had been so much more 
than she could have imagined — passionate, loving, vulnerable. Yet 
he was charged with an almost desperate intensity. His body was 
indeed deceptively youthful, and in spite of his strength and 
endurance, she knew he had held back. Tonks wondered how much 
wilder it could get when he didn’t, and the thought made her shiver. 
The subtle jolt of her small frame had been enough to wake him. His 
chest filled with air and he exhaled, sleepily burying his face in her 
hair. Then he shifted abruptly as if suddenly remembering where he 
was. She couldn't stand it another second; she wanted to see his face. 
Turning over on her stomach and then to her other side, Tonks 
propped herself up on an elbow. She could not stop herself smiling. 
She’d never seen him like this before — looking so boyish with fringe 
in his eyes — and couldn't resist leaning over and kissing him. 
“Remember me?” she asked mischievously. 

Remus glanced sideways at her, his eyebrows arched in humourous 
skepticism. “How could | forget?” 

He raised his arm to sweep the fringe from his forehead and 
something caught her eye. His arm was smeared with dried blood. 
“Remus — your arm. What happened?” 

“It's nothing,” he said, moving the arm further back and resting it under 
his head. 

“It’s not nothing, you’re hurt. Let me see.” She reached for his arm. 

“’m not hurt. It’s already healed,” he said uneasily. 

Tonks tugged on his arm until he lowered it. The blood smears trailed 
away from a strange circle of fresh pink scars. It was a bite mark. She 
looked at his face in disbelief, afraid to ask the question. 

“How did this...1 mean...why?” 

He closed his eyes for a moment, then took a deep breath before 
answering. “I didn’t expect — | wasn’t prepared for the need to be so 
strong.” He stared at the ceiling. 

“What need?” she asked softly. 

“The cruentus unitas. The blood bond,” he said quietly. 

“You mean—” 

“| couldn’t do that to you.” 

Tonks hesitated, still not certain she understood. “So you mean... 
you’re saying...you bit yourself instead of...biting me?” 

“Not very romantic, is it?” he smiled sadly. 

Tonks was silent for a few seconds, slowly absorbing the reality of 
what he was saying, of what he’d done. “On the contrary. No one’s 
ever done such a selfless thing for me.” She felt the sting of tears in 
her eyes. Remus reached for her and she lay down again, allowing 
him to pull her close. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “It was stupid of me. | thought | knew what | 


was doing.” 

“It’s all right, Remus.” 

“No, it isn’t.” 

“Listen,” she said. “I knew the risks.” Tonks didn’t know what else to 
say so she snuggled closer to him, and stretched her arm across his 
warm, scarred chest. After a while she spoke again. “How is this going 
to work? | mean, you can’t go biting yourself every time we...” In spite 
of the importance of the moment, she couldn’t help but giggle at how it 
sounded. 

“| honestly don’t know,” he replied. She could tell by the timbre of his 
voice that he was smiling. Smiling is good. 

“Wait a minute,” she said suspiciously. “When did you bite your arm? | 
don’t remember that at all.” 

“Well, if you'll recall — right at the last — you weren’t in a position...” 
He hesitated and she could feel him force a swallow. “That is to say, 
you weren't facing me at the time, and rather faded away...after.” 
Tonks found herself giggling again. Only he would choose such 
gentlemanly words. She shifted and brought herself up on her elbow 
again. “You are the most wonderful man.” She could barely form the 
words through her smile. 

Although he smiled too, he seemed lost in thought for a moment. “So 
tell me, how did it go last night? That is, before your timely rescue?” 
Tonks gave him a playful shove and look of mock disgust. She wished 
she had more time to think before answering. There was only so much 
she could tell him now, and that truth hurt her already — especially in 
light of what’s happened. 

“You were right,” she said evenly. “He didn’t know much of anything 
that added to the information we already had — or at least suspected. 
But he was able to describe the strangers who'd visited the den. 
Apparently one of them was my aunt, Bellatrix.” 

“Really,” he said thoughtfully. “Are you sure?” 

“Positive. It's very disappointing, you know, being related to that 
family,” Tonks said with a sigh. “I loathe what she’s done, and all that 
she stands for, and | know that if she keeps carrying on that way...” 
“What?” 

“She’s going to get herself killed. It’s hard to wish that on anyone. 
She’s my aunt, you know?” 

“Yes. | know.” Remus suddenly seemed distracted. “It’s getting late. 
Didn’t you need to brief Moody about last night?” 

“Oh bugger'” Tonks flew from the bed and began to scurry around, 
collecting her clothing. “Bugger, bugger...where’s my _ shirt?” she 
complained, digging through the bed linens. 

“You weren't wearing one, remember?” Remus seemed to be enjoying 
her little fit of anxiety. 


“Ugh, that’s right, it’s in my pocket!” She grabbed her leather coat, 
fished in the pocket and began tugging the shirt over her head. 

“Do you plan to brief Moody in the same clothes you wore last night?” 
Tonks pushed her head through the neck hole of the shirt and stared 
at him. He arched an eyebrow. “You're right. I'll have to pop to my 
room and change.” Grabbing the rest of her clothes, she rushed to the 
side of the bed and gave him a quick kiss. “I'll see you a bit later.” 

He only smiled. He didn’t realise how true that statement was. She 
was going to be seeing a lot of him in the future, whether he always 
knew it or not. 


KKK 


Chapter 11: Confessions of a Priest 


The full moon was just one night away and the pressure was immense. 
Remus had purposely abandoned both the aging regimen and his 
Wolfsbane therapy some days ago. It took time for the 
pharmacological effects of the powder and Wolfsbane to leach out of 
his bones and he had to be clean — free to transform with all the 
strength he had. Remus knew he would only have one shot at killing 
Bellatrix and it had to succeed. 

All of his senses were almost fully heightened already. If someone in 
the house got a parchment cut or sliced themselves with a knife in the 
kitchen, he could smell the blood — even from his room upstairs. He’d 
lost his appetite for all but uncooked meat; he’d been able to nick the 
odd cutlet from the kitchen with no one the wiser, but he often had to 
settle for raw eggs. 

His hearing was so keen now that human conversation was merely 
white noise. He had to focus to hear the words if someone were 
speaking to him. In Order meetings or at mealtimes, the individuals 
around him filled his ears with visceral sounds. He could hear every 
swallow, every breath, every beat of their hearts. The sheer volume of 
sensory input was exhausting to filter through and it threatened what 
margin of control he maintained. 

It had been a long time since Remus had allowed himself to reach this 
threshold, and he’d forgotten just how frightening it was to stand at the 
edge of his mortal self. 

Swirling in his brain, woven into all the current of sensations, were 
flashbacks from his youth. The days when the affliction was a harsh, 
debilitating torture. As his body matured, the effects of the 
transformation had intensified. Each approaching moon brought such 
terror to him that he would beg James and Sirius to release him from 
the horror of pain and madness. That or let him loose so that he could 
either meet his need, or be killed in the attempt. 

It was many years before he developed enough wisdom and discipline 
to endure it without longing for death. But he still feared it. At that very 
moment, every cell in his body was coming to a slow simmer, seething 
with an ageless ferocity. 

And still, somewhere in his mind, mixed in with all the urges and 
images of his lunacy, was Tonks. It was closing in on a fortnight since 
they had first slept together. She had stayed with him just one other 
time since. It was all he could risk. From now until the transformation 
was over, he would be too hot for her to handle. 

Even during that first night with her, when he was relatively calm and 
controlled, he had been unable to fully master the temptation to bite 


her. The combined force of decades of lust, loneliness, and longing 
had caught him off guard entirely. The second night, he knew what to 
expect yet still it wasn’t easy. Tonks was thoroughly wicked and 
seemed hell bent on unraveling his restraint — which she nearly did, 
although he ultimately managed to satisfy her without risking her soul 
or the flesh of his arm. 

But the waxing moon had control over him now, creating waves and a 
surging tide in his blood. If he tried to be with her now, or even hold 
her, it would be too much. She would be defenseless. The beast was 
too near the surface, and with nothing but his human will to hold it 
back, Remus knew that the power of his instinct would drive him to 
acts that were beyond redemption. 

He was a fool to get involved with her. Especially now. He hadn't 
meant to do it. She deserved better than what she would suffer at his 
hands. But in light of what’s happened, there was no denying that he 
was involved. The course of her life had been changed by his actions, 
and it was only the beginning. 

Remus couldn’t explain the feeling that had overtaken him when Sirius 
died. Sort of a reckless faithfulness. It was almost as if Sirius had 
bequeathed those characteristics to him upon his death. It had been 
only a few weeks since Sirius had disappeared beyond the veil and yet 
already, elements of Remus’s life were no longer recognisable. Instead 
he bore the hallmarks of Sirius’s judgment and brand of living: 
defiance, secrecy, risk-taking, revenge, and passion. 

Whether it was real or imagined, the lingering impression he had of his 
friend’s presence helped to keep his priorities in order. Soon the bitch 
Lestrange would be dead and his life debt to Sirius paid. Perhaps then 
they would both have peace. 

But it would come at a price and it would be exchanging one nettle for 
another. How could he hope to have Tonks in his life once his goal 
was achieved? How was he going to continue with her after murdering 
her aunt? He simply had to make sure she could never discover the 
truth. He didn’t want to hurt her, to lose her friendship, her trust. Didn’t 
want to lose her. That smile, the sense of humour, her kindness and 
quirky, clumsy way. And those eyes — the eyes now marked with his 
band of gold, and the body that could change to meet every need and 
desire... 

The loud slap of a hand on the table in front of him cut through the 
buzzing in his head and roused Remus from his thoughts. 

“Care to join us, Lupin?” snarled Moody. “Either share your all- 
important thoughts with the group or answer my question — your 
choice.” 

Remus had filtered out so much of the conversation that he’d nearly 
forgotten he was sitting at a meeting of the Order. The irritation and 


embarrassment he felt at being caught daydreaming caused a spike of 
adrenaline and he clenched his teeth in an effort to control his irrational 
temper. 

“Sorry, Mad-Eye,” he said tonelessly. “Would you mind repeating the 
question?” 

“Yes, | would mind. | don’t fancy going over it again,” Moody barked. 
“Well, that’s your choice then, isn’t it?” 

Remus shot a glance at Tonks. He could sense her heart accelerate 
the moment their eyes met. Her face wore a smile that told him she 
knew exactly what thoughts he’d just been turning over in his mind. He 
laughed softly and returned her smile, stirred by the intimate secret 
that connected them. It took another moment to recognise that the 
mosquito buzzing at his ear was Moody’s voice again. 

“Full of cheek today, eh Lupin?” 

Remus reluctantly withdrew his gaze from Tonks and faced the craggy 
ex-Auror. The strange blue eye did a pivot and spin, giving the 
werewolf’s countenance the once over. It occurred to Remus that he 
had plenty to hide from Mad-Eye’s piercing stare. He needed to pay 
attention. 

“Not really, Alastor, just distracted. I’m sorry.” 

The meeting dragged on for another thirty minutes. Remus tried to stay 
focused but gained nothing of substance for the effort, and his mind 
had drifted again toward the end. The sound of chairs scraping across 
the kitchen’s flagstone floor signaled that the meeting was over. He 
bolted for the hallway, more than ready to get out and get away from 
number twelve for a while. 

The hour was drawing near when he would have to confine himself to 
his room until it was time to finish what he had started with Bella, and 
he had one final errand. He’d already retrieved his bait from where 
Sirius had hidden it nearly twenty years ago. He’d gone to his friend’s 
old room, in the dead of night, and performed the counter spell that his 
friend told him would reveal where the prize was stashed behind false 
brick in the fireplace. 

The set of heirlooms that would lure Bellatrix Lestrange to her death 
was now concealed at the bottom of Remus’s trunk. It was 
safeguarded with the strongest securing spell he knew — the same 
one he had always used to lock himself inside the Shrieking Shack 
before he transformed. 

All that remained was to check his anonymous post box in Diagon 
Alley. Bella’s final correspondence was due to arrive by close of 
business today, acknowledging where and when they would meet so 
she could inspect the treasured Slytherin Collection. Remus had sent 
several letters in the past weeks, each containing only part of the 
tantalising details, and each of her responses had betrayed her 


eagerness. She was intrigued and he was confident Bellatrix would 
appear at the appointed time. 

However, he would be uneasy until he had her definite reply in hand. 
With no thought of robes or his overcoat, Remus grabbed the 
serpentine handle of the front door and pulled it open, intending to slip 
out quietly. But a familiar voice threaded its way through his noisy mind 
and stopped him before he stepped outside. 

“Remus? Where are you off to?” 

He felt tweaked at the interruption, but the irritation slid away from him 
when he turned and looked at her. Tonks had followed him into the 
entryway. Her short hair was dark brown today, and thick, dark lashes 
framed her eyes. They were a brilliant lavender-blue, except for the bit 
of gold around the center. He’d never seen her look more beautiful. 
She stood there waiting for his answer, a blush of uncertainty on her 
pale skin. Remus couldn't stop his mutinous eyes from wandering over 
her, or stop his body from reacting to what he knew lay just beneath 
her clothes: soft, creamy-white curves so warm and willing. His grip 
upon the serpent head handle increased but he managed a smile for 
her. 

“To Diagon Alley...for a few things. Then maybe into the city. I’m dead 
tired of this place.” 

“The city?” she echoed eagerly. “Would you like company? I’ve been 
desperate for some blue Stilton and nice glass of port.” 

Remus was momentarily stunned by this unexpected turn. He had to 
get that letter and Tonks was the very last person he could have with 
him when he did. “Blue Stilton,” he repeated vaguely. 

“Yeah,” she smiled. “It's a type of cheese. Gran— my Dad’s mum 
obviously — spoiled me for it. None of the wizard shops keep it as it’s 
kind of a Muggle taste.” 

It would be so much easier if he could just go alone. His frayed nerves 
didn’t need any more variables to deal with. But as he summoned the 
wit to form an excuse, he noticed her face had coloured a bit more. 
Every second he delayed her heart beat faster. His hesitation was 
embarrassing her. 

“Sure,” he blurted suddenly. “I'd love it.” 

He couldn’t say no to her, he just couldn’t. He would simply have to 
think of a way to get the letter without her knowledge. Remus reached 
for her hand then whipped her out the door and into the fine summer 
evening before anyone could stop them. 

Collecting the letter had been much easier than Remus had 
anticipated. Under the guise of saving time, he gave Tonks the 
pointless task of going to the alchemist’s to pick up his order. Certain 
ingredients of his aging powder had to be specially made and it took 


weeks to complete. It wouldn’t be ready yet — he only placed the order 
a few days ago. And, since it wasn’t unusual for a wizard to special 
order from an apothecary, it was unlikely she would ask what it was 
for. It was the perfect diversion. 

lt gave him just enough time to get to his public owl post box and 
retrieve the letter from Bellatrix. He didn’t take the chance of reading it 
then; he simply unrolled the parchment then folded it in quarters, 
sliding it neatly into his trouser pocket. He finished with time to spare 
and waited for her at the corner. As predicted, she appeared empty- 
handed but also very subdued. 

“Everything all right?” he asked, curious at the change in her. 

“Your order wasn’t ready,” she returned, although he noticed she 
wouldn't look at him. 

For some time she didn’t say a word, and Remus began to wonder at 
the wisdom of spending the rest of the evening together. But until she 
said otherwise, he was going to press on. After all, he’d promised the 
woman blue Stilton. 

They stopped briefly at Gringotts so Tonks could trade some galleons 
for Muggle cash, then made their way down the alley and out through 
the Leaky Cauldron, melting into the crowds of London. She suggested 
a pavement café she used to visit with her Gran, and Remus agreed. 
Although it was quite late in the day, it was still very warm and they 
chose a table in the lengthening shadows, their backs to the 
restaurant's windows. He sat back to enjoy the simple luxury of looking 
at her, and found himself highly amused by the change in her 
expression as the greatly anticipated wine and cheese arrived. 

The collective pulse of all the people around him still drummed in his 
ears, but indulgence in the port greased his wheels and Remus 
eventually began to relax a little. The port seemed to have a similar 
effect on Tonks; all traces of her earlier detachment had faded and she 
seemed genuinely happy. 

After she’d had her fill, they each ordered one last glass of port. They 
savoured it slowly and talked about everything and nothing until it was 
nearly dark. The check was finally delivered, and Tonks focused her 
glassy eyes at the total they owed. 

“We’ve spent nearly 80 quid,” she said, a silly smile on her face, “on 
ruddy cheese and wine.” 

Remus did a quick exchange calculation in his head and let out a 
whistle. “Well, it is excellent port.” 

They laughed and saluted each other with their glasses. But soon 
Tonks began to complain of sleepiness. She insisted they get up and 
walk around or he would either be carrying her, or forced to levitate her 
back to Grimmauld Place. 

They hadn’t walked very far before the wine started to wear off for 


Remus and the edge was back. Tonks, on the other hand, remained 
blissfully unaware of his growing unrest. The nearly full moon was 
rising over their heads, and already it was beginning to separate the 
civility from his blood like a centrifuge. 

Remus loved being with her, loved spending time alone and away from 
prying eyes. But with each second that ticked by he became more of a 
danger to her. He was torn between his two desires: being near her 
and keeping her safe. 

They had wandered along the edge of a park and Tonks stopped and 
leaned her back against the base of a statue of the Muggle crown- 
hater Oliver Cromwell. Lost in his thoughts again, he’d missed part of 
what she was saying and rejoined her mid-sentence. 

“...but I’m sure you remember that, having heard it first-hand,” she 
said, laughing shyly. 

“Sorry?” he managed, only hoping it didn’t sound too ridiculous. 

“You know. Sirius warned me about you. He said that you...that you 
had the body of a sinner, but the soul of a priest,” she said, sweeping 
her dark lashes up to him. 

Remus was on fire from the look in her eyes. “Il am no priest,” he said 
raggedly. He couldn't take his eyes from her face, and watched each 
little movement of her lips as she spoke her next words. 

“Well, not the celibate kind at least.” Tonks grabbed hold of the front of 
his shirt and gently pulled him down toward her. "Bless me, Father,” 
she whispered, deliberately tempting him. 

Curse her, more like. Nevertheless, he could not resist. Remus seized 
the opportunity and pushed her against the marble, his mouth covering 
hers. She tasted of wine and willingness and for long moments, they 
moved against each other as he slipped further away from whatever 
reason he had left. 

Grabbing her waist, he lifted her and thrust his knee between her legs, 
balancing her. As she whispered / love youagainst his ear, he felt his 
trousers unzip and her petite hand slip inside. The brush of her fingers 
against him was the breaking point, and he drew her soft, full lower lip 
into his mouth and, in a frenzy of lust, bit down. 

The sounds of pleasure that filled his ears gave way to whimpering, 
and finally she cried out. Tonks placed her hands in the middle of his 
chest and tried to push him back. He reluctantly released her and she 
slid back to her feet. Panting and barely restrained, Remus tried to 
concentrate on her words. 

“That hurt, Remus,” she breathed. “You bit me.” 

He was dimly aware that the colour of her eyes had shifted; they were 
mostly amber again with only a bit of blue, and wide with surprise. 
“Blood,” he mumbled, licking his lips for the metallic taste. 

“What?” 


“Is there blooad’??” Remus demanded, his breathing still ragged. “Did it 
break the skin?” 

Tonks wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, glanced at it, then 
turned it where he could see in the streetlight. 

Nothing. Thank God. 

He had to go. He had to go now before he made another mistake. The 
smug moon beat down upon him and he was such a fool. He knew that 
if he stayed another second he might truly hurt her. 

“| can’t do this,” he said, only giving his eyes a few seconds to plead 
for forgiveness before he Disapparated. 


KKK 


Chapter 12: Counterbalance 


Tonks sat perched on the sill of the open window in her room at 
number twelve. She’d been in her room all day and was still in her 
bedclothes, absentmindedly pulling her knees tighter and _ tighter 
against her chest. As usual, she felt the chill brought on by her 
emotions, even though it was a very warm evening. 

The window was one of the few things about her room here that she 
actually liked. She could sit there on the sill in complete anonymity, 
able to feel the breeze and listen to the everyday sounds of Muggle life 
in the neighbourhood — such as it was. She could see out but no one 
could see in. The house didn’t register. No one looking in her direction 
would even know she was there. It was the theme of her life. 

In spite of the comfort the window afforded, Tonks couldn’t remember 
ever feeling quite so miserable. She was anxious and trapped yet sad 
and resigned, all at the same time. She had to meet with Dumbledore 
soon. No doubt he wanted her latest traitorous report on Remus’s 
activities and she was not looking forward to it. 

The thought of Remus brought tears to her stubbornly amber eyes. His 
behaviour was so confusing, and trying to cope with it, as well as all of 
her own stormy feelings, was almost too much for her. 

He had come on strong, and at first he was so physical with her she 
could barely breathe around him. Then by degrees he pulled back and 
would only twirl her hair around his finger and whisper against her ear. 
Then finally, he reached the point of not touching her at all. She 
wanted to understand...to be patient...but Remus had resisted so 
many recent opportunities to be alone with her that a fear had taken 
root. 

Naturally her first thought had been the coming moon and its influence 
on his self-control. But in all the time she had known him and been 
living near him, the phases had never brought any measurable change 
in his behaviour. The Wolfsbane kept him on an even keel — he’d said 
so himself. 

And he was never cold to her, exactly, just aloof. During the meeting 
yesterday, Moody had clearly interrupted Remus amid private 
thoughts. Tonks was so sure that he had been thinking of her — of 
them. She had felt it, like an almost spiritual connection. It seemed to 
be right there in his smile. 

All she could think now was that she must have been wrong. ‘I can’t do 
this.’ That’s all he had said. Then he’d just left her there last night, 
alone on that London street. After you went and said that you loved 
him... Tonks blotted the tears from her thick brown lashes, making 
warm wet circles on the knees of her pajama trousers. Maybe it was 


too soon to have said it, but it was the truth. She did love him. 
Nevertheless, she wished she could take those words back. She 
wished she could take the whole evening back. It hadn’t been her 
intention to pressure Remus, to make herself seem like a clinging vine. 
But there was no denying it — she had imposed her company on him 
last night. 

His attempts to put distance between them again had fueled both her 
insecurity and her desire for him. Tonks had never been this close to a 
man before. Only two nights in his bed and yet now, somehow, his 
possession of her defined who she was. It was impossible to describe 
how he made her feel. 

She had just needed to be with him, to feel him near and be reassured 
she was still his. And when he responded, | pushed him away, she 
thought miserably. The bite was painful, but it had surprised her more 
than anything. Remus had made such a point of how dangerous it 
was, and when his kiss turned so rough it momentarily confused her. 
But he’d taken her hesitation the wrong way. Doesn’t he know | would 
never deny him? 

Tonks turned her face toward the setting sun and closed her eyes. Her 
heart was getting too far ahead again. Obviously their relationship was 
more on her side than his. Although it meant the world to her, it had 
really only been a few weeks and two incredible shags. She had no 
right to expect anything more. She was just being a silly girl, rushing in 
where an angel would fear to tread. 

Angel. Tonks wondered if he would ever call her that again. 

Worst and most embarrassing of all, by focusing on her personal 
feelings Tonks knew she was conveniently ignoring the reality that 
Remus had lied to her. That they were lying to each other. 

In Diagon Alley last evening, he’d sent her off on that errand. His 
manner had flagged curiosity in her mind, and once she was out of his 
sight, she’d altered her appearance and doubled back to watch him 
make his way to the public Owl Post. 

This was certainly no great crime or intrigue — he was allowed mail, 
after all. And since Dumbledore had prohibited the use of owls at 
number twelve, it was entirely reasonable that he would arrange to 
receive correspondence somewhere else. But it was quite strange that 
Remus had retrieved that letter, then folded and stuffed it into his 
pocket unread. 

However, it wasn’t until Tonks had gone to the apothecary that a 
deeper suspicion had formed. The alchemist was very familiar with 
Remus’s order. He had laughed and explained that her friend must be 
going mad — that Remus knew perfectly well it couldn’t possibly be 
ready, as they had just spoken a few days ago. The man even called it 
a fool’s errand. That’s when her heart had sunk. Remus had 


engineered the distraction so she wouldn't witness his business at the 
Post. 

Naturally Tonks burned to know the contents of the letter. But Remus, 
and presumably the parchment, had been locked in his room since 
he’d left her in London last night. And he’d been in there all day; she’d 
heard the sound of his pacing back and forth, although it was 
interrupted by the occasional squeaking of the bedsprings when he 
would lay down. He never rested for long before he was up, pacing 
again. 

Tonks wondered if he felt as trapped as she did. If he regretted getting 
involved with her, being unable to breathe freely with her just a few 
feet down the hall. She’d made such a mess of it last night — tagging 
along, dragging him for blue Stilton and port even knowing he’d lied. 
What a desperate fool she was. /s this what love does to people? 
Tonks opened her eyes to catch the last bit of red-orange on the 
darkening horizon. She cleaned up and changed her clothes, trying to 
ignore the golden eyes that stared back at her from the mirror. 
Dumbledore was waiting and she couldn't put it off any longer. 

Tonks had stepped into Dumbledore’s small makeshift office, more or 
less on time. Dumbledore himself, however, was not quite ready for 
the interview. He begged a few moments to complete his urgent 
correspondence and motioned Tonks toward a chair. 

The older wizard was very much in demand and Tonks found herself 
wondering whom he leaned on when the pressure became too much. 
Surely there was someone he turned to? The last few years — and 
especially the last few months — had been particularly intense. 

As Dumbledore had predicted, for nearly a week after the bodies had 
been discovered in the woods near the Hogsmeade ward, The Daily 
Prophet had carried news of the alleged werewolf attacks upon the 
Muggles. Fortunately the story didn’t seem to garner much interest and 
the news died down fairly quickly. 

However, when the story first broke Dumbledore and Moody had 
addressed the matter privately with each member of the Order. 
Although it was emotionally taxing and time consuming, Moody, 
especially, had felt such confidential encounters would allow the other 
members to speak freely and ask questions or express their concerns 
without fear of judgment. It was all about saving morale, you know. 
Although Tonks was not privy to their conversations, Dumbledore 
assured her that he and Mad-Eye had explained to each person the 
likelihood of a Death Eater plot specifically targeting someone in the 
Order, the circumstantial nature of the evidence, and their unswerving 
support of Remus. All were instructed not to mention it to anyone, out 
of respect. 


In reality, the news had to be withheld from Remus if at all possible. 
Although presumed innocent, Dumbledore conceded that a small 
possibility remained that Remus was somehow involved in the brutal 
murders. It would be far easier to monitor his activities if he had no 
reason to suspect he was being watched. 

The hardest part had been keeping the information from him. Once 
everyone who frequented number twelve had been alerted, copies of 
the Prophet were not allowed into the house. Moody further reduced 
Remus’s active duty schedule so he had less and less reason to leave 
the house. 

Still, it was a miracle that he had not seen or heard any of the news. 
Tonks wondered sometimes, when Remus was quiet and lost in 
thought, if he really did know; if he assumed everyone suspected him 
and wondered why no one said a word. Including her. 

Since there was always a possibility that Remus could Apparate away 
at any time, Tonks had been forced to neutralise the risk of him 
slipping away undetected. So the morning after their second night 
together, while he was in the shower, she had charmed the heel of one 
of his shoes to be a sort of homing device. Since Remus had only one 
pair of shoes, it was almost a certainty that if he went out, he’d be 
wearing them. 

From that point forward, his whereabouts — provided he was wearing 
the charmed shoe — would appear as a red dot on a detailed map that 
she could keep in her pocket at all times. The tracking spell was a 
common and very useful one amongst Aurors and Tonks had used it 
before many times. But never for a reason such as this... 

Tonks felt her eyes getting misty again and was pulled from her 
thoughts by a gentle throat clearing. 

“lam sorry to have kept you waiting. I’m afraid it was a necessary 
delay.” 

“It’s fine, sir. | understand.” 

“How are you, my dear?” 

“Fine. I’m okay, sir.” 

“Indeed. Well, you’ve been through quite a lot, in recent weeks. Why, it 
was little over a month ago that you were in St. Mungo’s, healing from 
the injuries you received that night in the Department of Mysteries. 
Since then you have grieved much, worked hard, and endured 
personal stresses?” 

Why did Dumbledore always have to be so direct? “I suppose so, sir,” 
Tonks managed. 

“| want you to know that Alastor and | both greatly admire and 
appreciate your courage and willing service. We are not insensitive to 
the unpleasant situation in which you find yourself. Of course we 
continue to hope that it will be of short duration.” 


Tonks didn’t know what to say. “Yes. So do I.” 

Dumbledore observed her for a few moments in sparkling blue silence. 
“Would you permit a personal question, Tonks?” 

“Yes, sir.” Tonks half-resented the question. What was she going to 
say, no? 

“If | am not mistaken, the presence of amber in your eyes has been 
visible since the nature of your relationship with Remus took a more 
intimate turn. You are unable to affect change in them?” 

Tonks burned with embarrassment. “Yes,” she answered quietly. “l 
could change them a little at first but now — now | can't. It’s never 
happened to me before.” 

“| don’t believe it has ever happened to anyone before,” said 
Dumbledore, his eyebrows drawn in a curious line. 

“| don’t understand, sir.” 

Before he could answer, a knock sounded at the door. 

“Come,” said Dumbledore. 

It was Moody. He spoke from the doorway. “Nigellus popped into the 
upstairs portrait a few minutes ago. Says you’re needed out at the 
school. Some kind of curriculum dispute,” he growled and stumped 
away. 

“I’m afraid | must go, my dear. Hogwarts has been rather neglected of 
late. However, | would like the opportunity to resume this conversation 
at a later time.” Dumbledore smiled mysteriously. 

Tonks nodded. Like hell. By the time they revisited that conversation, 
she and Remus would probably not even have a relationship to speak 
of anymore. 

She excused herself from Dumbledore’s office and made her way back 
upstairs. As she passed Remus’s room, the door clicked open ever so 
slightly. At first she wondered if he was watching for her but then 
realised it had come open on its own, no doubt by the draft. His room 
was empty. 

Immediately pulling the map from her pocket, she saw that Remus was 
no longer in the house. He was in motion, heading north. She wouldn't 
be able to tell much about his activities until he stopped. But his 
absence made something else possible. She could look for the letter. 

It took no effort at all. It was in plain sight. Lying on top of the small 
desk was the same piece of parchment that had been folded in 
quarters and shoved in his trouser pocket. She didn’t even have to 
touch it as she could read every cryptic word from where she stood. 
Tomorrow night alone, at the time and place we agreed. 

For such few words, the note spoke volumes. Remus was meeting 
another woman, for certainly — to Tonks’s Auror-trained eye, the 
handwriting was not that of a man. 

Tonks squinted at the locator map again. The burning red dot of light 


had stopped in Scotland. In spite of the personally painful explanation 
Tonks now supposed for his traveling there, she was not easy in her 
mind. The red dot was not terribly far from Hogsmeade and the woods 
near the ward where the mutilated bodies were found. And it was a full 
moon. 

No, she refused to think it. Remus would not murder helpless Muggles. 
Even Dumbledore and Moody didn’t believe it. But by eliminating it as 
an option, that left her with the other possibility and, strangely, her 
heart feared it more. He was meeting the woman who had written him. 
Tonks couldn't bear the thought of seeing him with someone else, 
particularly as a necessity of her job, and it was a distinct possibility. 
But it was her duty to follow him and verify his innocence. She had to 
pull her courage together and launch after him. 

Tonks magnified Remus’s position on the map to see the details. The 
red dot indicated he was at what appeared to be a home in the country 
west of Stirling, near the banks of a small creek. In addition to the 
house, there were two small outbuildings and the property was nestled 
into a stand of trees that lined the edge of a sharp outward curve in the 
stream. 

The location was so secluded that Tonks knew she could easily 
Apparate nearby and make her way to the house undetected. Before 
she could talk herself out of it, she shoved the map into her pocket and 
pulled on her hooded, black cloak. A second later she was gone. 
Tonks Apparated at the southern, tree-lined edge of the back garden 
and stood silently, adjusting her senses. She could feel the soft, damp, 
coolness of the stream upon her cheeks immediately, even on a night 
as warm as this. The brook was only a few feet behind her and Tonks 
could hear hushed gurgles as it slowly glided past in the darkness. 
Silvery moonlight filtered through the trees around her and Tonks 
instinctively moved to conceal herself by the base of a nearby birch. 
Fallen, decomposing fruit from the wild cherry trees was sticky beneath 
her boots and each step she took filled the air with a stale sweetness. 
Long, draping strands of the willow branches cast eerie shadows and 
the young Auror took a deep, even breath to calm her nerves. The 
cottage was a short distance away; the front entrance was to her right, 
the back garden to the left. There was a glow of light coming from the 
opposite side of the garden but the corner of the house obscured its 
source. 

Tonks turned right and quietly crept along the edge of the stream, 
getting as close as she could to the front of the house before the trees 
ended abruptly and merged with a fence. The once-white paint was 
peeling from the pickets. A cobblestone footpath extended from the 
lane to the front door of the cottage, passing through a small, 


unlatched gate at the center of the fence. 

A shed or greenhouse stood just to the north and formed a breezeway 
between itself and the house. The thicket of trees and shrubs resumed 
on the other end of the fence and, rather than risk being seen by 
crossing in the open, Tonks Apparated across the gap and concealed 
herself in the trees again. 

The house appeared completely dark. Tonks pulled the map from her 
pocket to verify that Remus was still there. The red dot continued to 
glow at the location. But where was he? The only sign of occupancy 
she’d seen was the light from the north edge of the garden. If he was 
outside, she would need to be doubly careful. Shoving the map back 
into her pocket, Tonks pulled the cloak hood down as far over her 
forehead as she could, and slipped silently down the breezeway. 

The narrow path was nearly overgrown with wisteria and the moonlight 
was unable to penetrate the dense canopy of woven tendrils. Huge, 
luscious clusters of the purple blossoms hung down, dusting Tonks 
with pollen as she passed beneath them. The fragrance was 
sickeningly sweet and almost choked her. 

As she approached the end of the breezeway, the source of light came 
into view. A small gazebo stood in the yard and the whole roof of the 
rustic wood and brick structure glowed — the result of some 
illumination charm, no doubt. A small, chairless table stood in the 
center and upon it, what appeared to be an ornately carved wooden 
box. 

Tonks tried to make sense of it. There was still no sign of Remus. 
Whose cottage was this? What was the meaning of the wooden box? 
Was he there to perform some kind of private ritual? Did it have 
something to do with the full moon? Tonks had even more questions 
now than before. But perhaps, if she had patience and kept out of 
sight, she might get some answers. 

Worming into the thick wisteria vines, Tonks blended into the foliage at 
the end of the breezeway and waited. She listened to the indefinable 
sound of the stream, the chirping crickets, and an owl hooting in the 
distance. In a different reality, Tonks would have found this country 
scene soothing. She could only imagine how picturesque the setting 
must be by daylight. 

Minutes ticked past and nothing changed. Tonks began to consider 
different possibilities. Had she somehow been deceived? Had he 
changed clothes there, leaving behind the shoe she expected him to 
be wearing? Had he divined the tracking spell and brought her here on 
a wild goose chase while he was somewhere else, doing who knows 
what? 

Just as she began to convince herself she’d made a tactical error, a 
figure appeared from around the other corner of the cottage. The 


cloaked and hooded figure moved very stealthily, wand drawn. It was 
not Remus. The body shape was all wrong to be him and, while the 
figure advanced slowly and carefully, the movements were graceful 
and fluid. It was a woman. 

Tonks felt her heart sink. The woman. A witch. Was it a tryst then? 
Some kind of strange, lovers’ meeting? Tonks continued to watch the 
woman’s progress toward the gazebo. There was something strategic 
about it, almost military. A very strange lover indeed. 

The cloaked figure paused at the step of the gazebo; her gaze seemed 
fixed upon the wooden box. Then she shifted to look left and then right. 
Then turned slowly, wand still drawn, to make a full 360-degree sweep. 
Just as her eyes were about to pass over where Tonks was hidden, 
Tonks tipped her head down to ensure the visitor caught no glimpse of 
her face. Several moments later, after hearing the sound of heels upon 
the decking, Tonks slowly raised her eyes to the scene once more. 
The woman stood at a slight angle but Tonks still could not see her 
face, only the profile of her cloak hood. The figure hesitated there, 
hands outstretched, wand hovering, staring down at the wooden box. 
The woman glanced around once more and then used the tip of her 
wand to try and raise the lid. It would not open. 

She then tapped the top of the box with her wand and uttered 
Alohamora. Even from that distance, Tonks could hear the click as the 
box was unlocked. The woman’s shoulders bounced for a moment, as 
if she had enjoyed a silent laugh; the weak locking spell was somehow 
amusing to her. The woman used her wand tip to raise the lid again 
and this time it opened. 

Tonks could not see the contents herself, but the change in the 
hooded figure was immediate — like a ripple of pleasure had passed 
over her. Tonks’s heart twisted again. Was it a gift from Remus? If so, 
where was the giver? The woman’s eyes swept around once more, as 
if wondering the same thing and then slowly, cautiously, she slipped 
her wand inside her robe sleeve and reached inside the box. 

The woman withdrew another, different wand from inside the box and 
cradled it lovingly in her hands for a few moments. Then she placed 
this wand back inside and withdrew another object, the nature of which 
Tonks could not determine. This process was repeated in rapid 
succession a few more times, as the inspection of each object became 
briefer. When the last item was replaced, the woman closed the lid and 
made to remove the entire box from the table. 

The instant she touched it with both hands there was a cracking sound 
and thin, snakelike cords burst from the wooden box. The cords 
twisted themselves around the woman’s wrists, binding her. She 
began to tug at the box, attempting to dislodge it, but it was 
immovable. She jerked and reeled, desperately trying to free herself. In 


the struggle her cloak hood slipped away, revealing glistening black 
hair and glittering, furious eyes. 

Tonks could not believe what she was seeing. In a rush of shock and 
confusion, she had even more questions. What was her aunt doing 
there? What were those items in the box and what did Remus have to 
do with this? Where was he? 

As Bellatrix continued to struggle against the bonds, Tonks realised 
that she was in a position to help her aunt but she was gripped by 
indecision. She didn’t understand the situation at all. None of it made 
sense. Her racing thoughts were interrupted by a voice. 

“This is the weak-minded trick of a coward,” Bellatrix shouted. “Show 
yourself.” Her aunt’s voice was as bitter, cruel, and controlled as ever. 
“| find it interesting that Slytherins are always the first to comment on 
an enemy’s courage.” 

Tonks snapped her eyes in the direction of Remus’s rasping voice. He 
spoke from the wooded darkness directly across from her, just beyond 
the gazebo. Bellatrix was slightly to the left in Tonks’s field of vision 
and her face was turned toward the voice as well. 

Tonks searched for Remus in the blackness but could not find him. A 
prickling sensation crept down her spine. What is he doing? 

“An enemy? So this is no simple exchange after all? How marvelous. 
What is it you want? Why do you not show yourself?” Bellatrix 
challenged. 

“Oh, it is indeed an exchange — but not of money for antique trinkets.” 
Remus paused for a few, long moments. “Il must confess | was 
surprised that the great Bellatrix Lestrange would fall into such a trap 
so easily. But Sirius was right. Your superior vanity and desire to serve 
at the feet of Lord Voldemort know no bounds.” 

“Ah. So it is the shabby tag-along of my dear, /ate cousin,” Bellatrix 
drawled. “Lupin, isn’t it?” When Remus did not answer, Bellatrix 
continued. “Surely you don’t intend to turn down the money? | should 
think a werewolf would be grateful even for charity, much less what | 
have offered to pay.” 

“| don’t want your money. And for the record, being a werewolf does 
have a few advantages. Especially on a night such as this,” said 
Remus. 

A fretful pool of dread was forming in Tonks’s stomach as she listened 
to the careful but malicious banter. A horrible realisation slowly began 
to dawn. Although her voice remained calm, Tonks noticed that her 
aunt’s hands continuously strained against the bonds that held her. 
Bellatrix was afraid. 

“If not money, then, what is it you want?” 

“Your life.” 

“You will forgive me if | do not offer it freely.” 


“Nor do | take it freely, but as payment of the life debt | owe Sirius.” 
“Sirius was a fool and a traitor.” 

“So you have always said. You must find it unbearable then, to realise 
that he has had a hand in your capture — even from beyond the veil.” 
“If he did, it was certainly more than he ever managed in life,” Bellatrix 
scoffed. “You cannot hope to kill me openly and escape punishment. 
What are your terms?” 

Remus ignored her question. “I would willingly make Azkaban my 
home if it meant | had rid the world of you. | have nothing to lose.” 
“Nothing? Not even Nymphadora?” 

Tonks felt a sting on her face and her heart skipped a beat at the 
mention of her name. Her ears strained to hear the words Remus 
might say next but he remained silent. 

“Yes,” Bellatrix sneered. “You would be surprised what we know. Even 
the sordid little details of your pathetic private life. The werewolf and 
the freak. Very amusing. It makes a strange sort of sense, considering 
neither of you is fit for anyone normal.” She paused in mock 
thoughtfulness. “Yes, | can see how you might actually prefer 
Azkaban, in light of what’s happened. Just think of my poor niece; she 
has kissed the mouth that will kiss the mouth of a Dementor.” 

“Tonks is — my — concern.” There was a sudden hitch in his voice, as 
if Remus were in pain. 

“Concern indeed, for she too is on The List. The traitor, the werewolf, 
the metamorph. But tell me. How do you intend to protect her when 
you are locked away in the maddening depths of Azkaban, when your 
soul is lost?” 

Tonks was stunned as she listened to Bellatrix make such cold 
remarks. Her own aunt. 

“My soul was lost long ago,” Remus said in a cold, husky voice. “As 
yours will be tonight.” 

Bellatrix strained against her bonds with doubled energy; her cool 
fagade was beginning to crack. “What are your terms? Show yourself!” 
She sounded a bit mad. 

“There are no terms. This is for Sirius.” 

Remus moved out of the darkness like he was made of it. His haunted, 
yellow eyes never wavering from his target. 

A shuddering chill shook Tonks as she realised what was about to 
happen. What Remus was about to become. 

She opened her mouth to speak but the words died in her mind; she 
was utterly transfixed as the full moon’s light dissolved his humanity 
before her eyes. 

The transformation had already begun. 


KKK 


Chapter 13: Thicker Than Blood 


Yet you struck him, and turned him into a wolf so his own shepherds 
now chase himand his own dogs snap at his shins. 
—from The Epic of Gilgamesh 
It was like nothing Tonks had ever seen. 
The instant he stepped into the moonlight, Remus had begun to melt 
away. For a split second, his entire body went rigid but then his arms 
and legs began to tremble. Pulsing purple veins flashed like inky 
streaks of lightning against the ghostly pale skin of his face, hands, 
and neck, disappearing beyond the borders of his white dress shirt. 
From her hiding place in the wisteria vines, Tonks could hear the 
sickening grind as his skull, cheekbones, and jaws shifted and 
elongated, forming huge mandibles with long, razor-sharp fangs. A 
thick ridge appeared in his brow and the lamp-like yellow eyes were 
glowing from deep, curved sockets. 
He was no longer human. 
The muscles of its chest, back, and thighs exploded to more than twice 
their normal size. It howled in excruciating agony as the bones 
followed suit — ribs and sternum cracking and splintering, only to be 
reformed as they expanded unnaturally. Hands and feet twisted and 
extended into paw-like extremities with jagged claws. The shoes and 
clothing it had worn were split, falling to the ground in a heap of 
shreds. 
Thick, rippling muscles continued to pop and bulge, filling out the 
lengthening frame and its skin took on a texture of tanned leather, 
mottled with brownish purple spots. Short, coarse black hair spiked its 
jaw line, head, pointed ears, and clawed paws, and crowned the ridge 
of vertebrae down its back. 
In about a minute it was over. The transformation was complete and 
no trace of Remus remained. In his place was a massive, terrifying 
werewolf. The beast opened its red, drooling mouth to let out a 
thundering howl. It was like the roar of a hundred angry lions and 
Tonks shuddered involuntarily, fighting the instinct to shield her ears. 
Hunched over and slowly rocking its head from side to side, the 
werewolf’s gaze was fixed on its victim as it gradually advanced, 
snarling and snapping its jaws. 
“Filthy animal! You may kill me — but Lord Voldemort still lives,” 
Bellatrix yelled with bravado. “He will prevail. Mark my words. My 
master’s will shall be done,” she shouted, insane with terror. She 
frantically strained at her bonds and the blood that dripped from the 
cuts in her wrists had the werewolf in a frenzy. 


Tonks was frozen. Frozen with fear and indecision. You have to do 
something — you're an Auror,she screamed inside her own 
head. You’ve been trained! You could stop it! Still she did not move. 
Save your aunt — stop Remus from committing murder... 

She grabbed hold of that last thread of thought and pulled herself out 
of shock. Untangling from the wisteria vines, she thrashed loose and 
stepped out into the open just as Bellatrix cackled, “You’re all dead 
already. Dead. All dead.” 

Tonks had created enough noise that both Bellatrix and the werewolf 
looked in her direction. In that fleeting instant Tonks locked eyes with 
her aunt. Panic and icy hatred flowed from them as Bellatrix managed 
an evil smile and repeated, “All dead.” 

In a heartbeat the decision was made as Tonks felt something snap 
within her. It was a sense of justice. She had the surreal sensation that 
for a single moment, the entire world had stopped and she was 
standing in the breach between the past and the future. No sound, no 
movement, no thought crossed the gap, save for the realisation that 
nothing would ever be the same. 

Then real time resumed and it happened before Tonks could 
comprehend it. The monster had crashed through the gazebo and now 
stood towering over its prey. Bellatrix screamed but was suddenly 
silenced as the werewolf’s paws grabbed hold of her head and in one 
effortless twist, snapped her neck. Bella’s head fell back at an odd and 
ungraceful angle, her sightless eyes still glittering in the moonlight. 
Bella’s body was caught mid-slump as the werewolf sunk its claws into 
her. Tonks could not drag her horrified eyes away and watched as the 
beast tipped its head back and let out another chilling howl before 
burying its huge fangs into Bella’s chest. The immense jaws crushed 
the ribcage and it splattered blood upon itself and her aunt’s lifeless 
face as it ripped her heart out with its teeth. 

A cold but sweaty wave of nausea was seeping through Tonks and 
she started to sag as her legs gave out. Her knees hit the ground and 
then the heels of her hands and she wavered a moment, trying to push 
back the sickness inside. But it was too much; she turned her head 
and wretched uncontrollably. Everything was becoming fuzzy around 
the edges and her conscious mind was threatening to faint away. 

But she couldn't give in. 

Slowly coming to some semblance of her senses, Tonks could only 
think of getting away from there and struggled back to her feet. As she 
fumbled for her wand, she took a few stumbling steps backward and 
tripped on the wisteria. Grasping at the vines for balance she only 
managed to draw attention to herself once more. 

The beast raised its head from the feast and stared at her for a 
moment, blood dripping from its mouth. She could feel the bile rising in 


her throat again and screwed her eyes shut against the revolting sight 
before she Disapparated. 

Tonks snapped awake and inhaled sharply. A rush of sounds and 
images immediately flooded her mind and she tried to sift through 
them. Were they reality or just remnants of a terrible dream? A tingly 
surge of adrenaline started in her stomach and quickly spread 
throughout her body. /t wasn’t a dream. 

Her hand reflexively moved to soothe the stiffness in her neck. She 
remembered now. The transformation. Panicking. Apparating to her 
room at number twelve... her back against the bedroom door... sliding 
into a quivering heap on the floor. She had apparently fallen into a fitful 
sleep only to wake up to the awful truth, a tear-stained face, and a 
stuffy nose. 

Tonks struggled to her feet again. She felt so tired, as if she had been 
physically beaten, and knew it was the residual effect of shock. Every 
part of her ached — her head, her body — but mostly her heart. 
Dragging herself a few steps, she dropped to the edge of the bed, 
staring at nothing. 

lt had really happened. It was done. Her aunt Bellatrix was dead and 
Remus had killed her. No, not Remus. The werewolf had _ killed 
Bellatrix — and she had let it. She had done absolutely nothing at all. 
Tonks shook her head against the painful confusion that raged within 
her. 

All she had witnessed made it clear that Remus had, in fact, planned 
the murder. But as for what had executed it... She still would not — 
could not — accept that Remus and that creature were in any way the 
same. Maybe she was in denial about what Remus was, but it didn’t 
matter. She’d made her choice and now she was as deeply involved 
and guilty as Remus or the werewolf. 

The only thing that gave Tonks any comfort was the thought that Sirius 
would be proud; that his last living friend had cared enough to avenge 
him — and that blood from the House of Black, however diluted, had 
not interfered or failed him. It wasn’t much of a tribute for a man that 
deserved so much more. 

Tonks could barely contain her strange feelings of loss. There had 
been so much trauma and pressure and every person had a breaking 
point. The temptation to break down and bawl was great. But now was 
not the time. There was too much to do. There was always too much to 
do. 

Leaning back a bit to straighten out her a leg, Tonks fished in the 
pocket of her trousers for the locater map. The red dot still glowed at 
the cottage in Stirling. She shifted her eyes to the window and the light 
dawning in the east. The moon was gone and Remus would be no 


threat to her now. 

Was he still there? The books she had read explained in detail the 
exhaustion and incapacity that followed a full transformation. Wherever 
he was, Remus would be exposed and powerless. She had to find him 
before someone else did. She would also have to remove all trace of 
the night’s events — for both their sakes. Every minute was precious. 
Rising from the bed, she glanced at herself in the mirror. Staring into 
her own golden eyes, she was reminded of Dumbledore’s mysterious 
words. | don’t believe it has ever happened to anyone before. The 
thought of Dumbledore gave her a pang of guilt. He trusted her and 
she was about to betray that trust in a significant way. 

Tonks Apparated to the trees near the breezeway. Just as she had a 
few hours ago, she stood quietly listening for sound of any kind. The 
brook gurgled in the distance and the birds were enthusiastically 
singing their greeting to the new day. But that, and the sound of her 
breathing, was all there was to be heard. 

The cottage was still dark but just enough light filtered in through the 
windows that Tonks could see it was furnished, although several 
pieces of furniture were draped with white sheets. Apparently the place 
had not been lived in for some time. She scanned the exterior of the 
house and the grounds and realised she had been right. It was a 
beautiful and picturesque scene — for a murder. Why had Remus 
chosen this of all places? 

Retracing the same path, Tonks slipped down the breezeway, 
apprehension growing inside her with every step. She had no idea 
what to expect and drew on all of her courage and training to face what 
might lie just ahead. 

Stepping quietly and slowly, Tonks took extra care not to trip on the 
twisting and tangled vines, ducking and weaving around the wisteria 
blossoms. Her throat closed up a bit again from the pollen and thick 
fragrance. Emerging from the end of the breezeway, she stopped 
stock-still. 

Nothing could have prepared her for the sight that met her eyes. The 
partly smashed gazebo had wide swaths of blood smeared on the 
lower part of the archway and all over the steps. The yard was littered 
with human remains that were scattered in the grass for some distance 
away from the gazebo steps. There was virtually nothing left of the 
great Bellatrix Lestrange. 

And no sign of Remus. 

Tonks took a few uneasy steps forward and fought against the nausea 
that welled up inside her again as she surveyed the carnage. Taking a 
deep breath to steady herself, she reached for her wand and forced 
her mind to focus on the spells she would need to destroy the 


evidence. It had been a while since she'd learned them during her 
Auror training — and she’d never used them except in practice. It was 
surreal to think she needed them now, for a reason such as this, but it 
had to be done. 

The first task was to repair the damaged gazebo structure and a 
simple Reparo spell worked perfectly. She then turned her attention to 
the more difficult task of clearing the physical evidence of the murder. 
The complex spell she performed collected every piece of the victim’s 
clothing, every drop and smear of blood, every fragment of tissue and 
bone, every hair — and bound it together. Tonks then used a 
Disillusionment charm on the macabre mass to render it invisible 
before banishing it to the bottom of the nearby stream. Her aunt’s 
remains would continue to decay but they would never be seen again. 
Finally, Tonks gathered Remus’s shredded clothes, shoes, and wand. 
She slipped his wand into her sleeve and then reduced the clothes to a 
small bundle that could fit inside a pocket of her cloak. Slowly 
surveying the restored scene, Tonks wished it would be as easy to 
banish the terrible visions of what had happened there and restore her 
life to peace, but she knew it was not to be. She now had a stain on 
her soul that she would carry the rest of her life. 

Her complicity was complete. But there was nothing she could do 
about it now. She had to move on. They had to move on. All her 
thoughts were now turned to finding Remus. In truth he could be 
anywhere. But she couldn’t just wait for him to return to number twelve, 
assuming he even would now — in light of what’s happened. 

No, she had to at least try to find him and there was only one place 
she could think of that he might go... 

Tonks made a quick detour and stopped in Hogsmeade. It was still 
rather early and there were only a few people out and about, shopping 
and strolling. She might have avoided the village altogether but 
stopping there first was part of her mission for information. It was 
important to know if the local folk had been alerted to any strange 
goings on — if anything unusual had been seen or heard. 

She didn’t spend much time on it, as the sleepy shopkeepers were still 
getting set up for the day and welcoming the few early patrons. It 
seemed clear that nothing unusual had occurred or there would be 
chatter and gossip. The locals would be in an uproar; that’s the way it 
always worked. No, if Remus was at the Shrieking Shack, no one in 
the village knew it. 

Pulling her cloak hood up, Tonks walked past The Three Broomsticks 
to the end of the lane and hesitated. After making sure she wasn’t 
being followed, she proceeded quickly but casually up the hill to the 
Shrieking Shack, slipping into the dank and overgrown garden. A 


moment later she was inside. 

Tonks had never been inside the shabby place before and she paused 
for a moment, allowing her eyes to readjust to the relative darkness. 
When she could see properly she scanned the lower level, taking in 
the general squalid condition and the broken and splintered furniture. 
Bare feet had recently disturbed the dust on the floor and there were 
dark smears in every right footprint, trailing away up the stairway 
risers. Tonks muttered Lumos and bent down to get a closer look at 
the smudges. Blood. She straightened up and took a deep breath 
before working her way quietly and carefully up the crumbling stairs. 
As she entered the upstairs bedroom, for the second time that morning 
the young Auror was frozen in her tracks. A board had come loose 
from the window and a single shaft of light fell across where Remus lay 
on the sagging four-poster, a shimmer of sweat bathing his naked 
form. He was himself again, although there were a few fading purple 
veins still visible on his chest and neck. He was in regeneration and 
apparently unconscious. 

With a lump in her throat and tears pooling in her eyes, Tonks couldn't 
sort out what she was feeling. She hadn’t stopped to think about how 
she might feel — or what she should feel — when she saw him again. 
Was it right to be there? Right to want to help him? Right to still love 
him? 

Seeing him in regeneration again, Tonks was reminded of that night at 
the barn in Salisbury when they had encountered the Death Eaters 
and the sign bracket had pierced his chest and pinned him to the 
ground. She’d been unable to leave his side even then. How could she 
possibly leave him now, after so much had passed between them? 
Tears streaming down her cheeks, Tonks approached the bed slowly 
and scanned his body. There was a fresh, pinkish purple scar just 
visible on the bottom of his dirty right foot. He’d no doubt cut it on 
something, somewhere between here and Stirling, having covered the 
distance in his bare feet during the night. There were so many 
scratches and scars upon the rest of him that it was difficult to know 
how many others might be new but already healed. 

In a few steps she had reached the bedside and slowly sank next to 
him on the moldy mattress. She laid her right hand on the flatness of 
his belly. His skin was hot to the touch. A second later, his fever-bright 
eyes snapped open and looked first at her hand, then into her eyes. A 
faint smile touched the corners of his mouth. 

“Angel,” he whispered. “I am dreaming — for you — could not be 
here.” His eyes drifted closed again. 

“But |am, Remus, | am here. Where else could | be now?” 

Tonks couldn't hold back anymore and closed her own eyes, allowing 
small hitching sobs to wrack her body. Remus slid his hand over hers 


and clasped it, trapping it between layers of heat. She opened her 
eyes again and found him watching her face with a heavy lidded gaze. 
“You know,” he whispered. 

Tonks nodded and held her breath for his reaction. 

“Oh God,” he whispered, his face twisting in pain as his eyes slid shut 
again. “You were there, weren't you?” 

Tonks nodded again. “How did you know?” 

“A few times — before the transformation — | sensed you were there. 
But | wasn’t sure. The scent was confusing, masked.” 

Tonks thought for a moment before the answer came to her. “It must 
have been the flowers. | was hidden in the wisteria and fairly covered 
in pollen.” 

“Mmmm,” he mumbled. It was a struggle for him to stay conscious. 
“Why — why did you come?” 

“| — | followed you, Remus. I’m sorry.” 

“Followed me?” 

“| found the note in your room. | thought you were meeting another 
woman. | was — jealous.” She hesitated to say it but managed to spit it 
out. It was the truth — and at least part of the reason why she had 
followed him. It was certainly the only reason she could bring herself to 
tell him about now. 

He gently squeezed her hand although his eyes remained closed. 
“How much did you see?” 

“Don’t you remember?” 

“The last thing | remember was her threats on your life. She asked for 
terms and then—” 

His words set off the parade of grotesque images and they flashed, in 
sickening sequence, through her mind once more. Tonks began to cry 
again and her silent sobs rocked the bed. 

“Oh God,” he whispered again. “No.” 

Tonks felt too overwhelmed to speak and apparently Remus 
interpreted her silence to mean something more. He released her hand 
and pulled his back, turning his face away from her. 

“How can you even look at me?” he asked quietly. 

“Please, Remus. Please don’t turn away.” 

“How can you be here after what I’ve done?” 

“Where should | be?” she asked desperately, nudging his middle with 
her hand. 

He turned his face back to look at her. 

“Don’t you understand, Remus? It’s not just what you’ve done — it’s 
what we’ve done.” He opened his mouth, as if he meant to argue, but 
she pressed on. “No. Don’t you see? | could have stopped you — | 
should have stopped you. But | didn’t. And what’s worse? I’ve already 
been back — I’ve cleaned up after. There’s nothing left, don’t you see? 


I’m just as guilty as if | had—” she swallowed hard, tears slipping down 
her hot cheeks, “torn her heart out myself.” 

“Oh Tonks...” 

“Please don’t turn away,” she repeated. 

A look of pure tenderness crossed his weary face and he reached a 
trembling arm for her. She lay down beside him and dragged the 
fullness of her cloak over to cover him. Both were chilled — he from 
fever, she from the intensity of her feelings. He held her close for a few 
moments and then she felt his arm go slack. He’d slipped out of 
consciousness again. 

For a long time Tonks lay still, drinking in his heat and thinking. 
Thinking and thinking until she could think no more. It was a long road 
ahead. There was still so much more she had to tell him. There were 
frightening challenges yet to face and the future was not clear. 

But for now, she just wanted to be with him. 


KK * 


Chapter 14: Raw 


The laughter of two children floated on the warm breeze. 

Both were down at the brook, in the long shadows of the willow. The 
girl was facing away, sitting on her knees on the soft bank and 
catching minnows in a jar. She held the jar up to the sunlight; her 
pixieish face was barely an inch from the glass as she watched the 
small fish swim in circles. 

The boy was swimming in the creek, trying to keep cool as the sun 
baked the land. His eyes flashed with mischief just before he dashed 
his hand through the water and splashed his distracted sister. They 
were both so much like their mother. 

He settled his back more comfortably against the tree, taking care not 
to move too much and disturb her. He looked down to where her head 
lay in his lap. Thick, dark lashes swept upward and the dreamy 
expression in her kaleidoscope eyes reflected the peace he felt melting 
into his bones. This is what it meant to be a happy man. 

His gaze drifted back to the children. The girl lowered the jar into the 
water and released her pets to the stream. She set the empty 
container aside and watched as her brother disappeared below the 
surface in yet another dive. He popped back up some seconds later 
and whipped his neck to fling back his wet hair. He was holding 
something white and shiny in his hands. 

Then both children turned doleful, questioning faces to him. The boy 
twisted the object in his hands. Teeth and empty sockets glistened in 
the bright light. 

“You cannot protect them,” the skull’s jaws clacked, “when your soul is 
lost.” 

The once blissful scene rapidly dissolved into colourful streaks and 
then all was dark... 

Remus woke with a start. It took a few seconds for the surroundings to 
penetrate his confusion. They weren't really together. They had no 
children. They weren't at ease. It was just a dream. Well, mostly. There 
was some truth to it. He’d done something terrible, the effect of which 
was likely to ripple through the rest of his life. 

Deliberately ignoring the intense feelings the images had left behind, 
Remus tried to focus on the immediate facts: he was in the Shrieking 
Shack and lying on the upstairs bed. As these simple details soaked 
in, he began to experience a bit of déja vu. 

The smell of mold, the creaking sounds the old rotting place made, the 
discoloured and peeling paint on the ceiling overhead. All of it was 
hauntingly familiar. So many times in his younger days he had 


awakened here, in this very spot, the day after a harrowing 
transformation, with no specific memory of what the monster might 
have done. He always had new scars, but otherwise he would return to 
humanity in the same condition each time — naked, exhausted, 
depressed, and feeling very alone in the world. 

Only this time he wasn’t alone. 

Remus shifted and craned his neck to look at the woman asleep by his 
side. He could just see her face out of the corner of his eye. Her eyes 
were closed but she stirred slightly and nestled even closer against 
him, turning her face upward toward his. Her arm lay upon his chest, 
her hand resting on the side of his neck. 

He could not help but look upon her. To his eye she was possessed of 
such youth and beauty, regardless of the style she gave it. Tonks 
represented so many contradictions and she was nothing short of a 
complete mystery. Still, somehow, Remus felt as if she were the one 
element of his life that made any sense. 

The peaceful look on her face mirrored the one she had worn in his 
dream and the deep feelings of connection and belonging edged back 
into his mind. In a moment of perfect clarity, Remus realised the dream 
had allowed him to recognise something that his waking mind would 
not. 

He was in love with her. 

For a while, he lay there adjusting to this truth. It had all happened so 
fast. He’d heard love often worked that way, but he had never seen it. 
The only real love he had witnessed up close, other than his parents, 
had been between James and Lily — and that had certainly taken 
more time to evolve than his feelings for Tonks had. Granted, he was 
much older and theoretically more prepared for the consequences. 

The consequences. As true as his feelings were, the revelation that he 
loved her wasn’t exactly a cause for celebration. It remained 
impossible that he could be absolved of his eternal loneliness and 
isolation. He would always be a werewolf, always be a danger to her. 
His love could never be fully realised without placing the curse on her 
— something he was unwilling to do. 

All of this he knew by heart, so what was there to think about? It was 
just a dream and he couldn't afford to obsess on issues he could do 
nothing about, not in light of what’s happened. All indications were that 
his presence in Tonks’s life had already cost her too much. It would 
serve them both well if he concentrated on that instead. 

It was now very warm in the room and from the angle of sunlight 
through the unboarded window, Remus could tell it was late in the 
afternoon. His head still pounded, his body ached, and the arm holding 
Tonks had almost no feeling left in it. But he knew if he moved too 
much it would fully wake her and he wasn’t ready for that quite yet. 


Remus began sifting through his jumbled memories of the last few 
days. His ability to think clearly had been severely impaired for some 
time before the full moon had finally come and instinct had guided him 
more than rational thought. That meant there were many details 
missing from his personal record and he wondered how much of the 
last few hours he would ever recall. 

He dimly remembered going into London with Tonks. Blue Stilton. 
Kissing her. Wanting desperately to bite her and complete the bond. 
But he couldn't remember what happened after that, or how he got 
back to number twelve. All he knew was that he had been in his room 
the whole last day and barely had enough control over himself to get 
toStirling. 

From that point on, his recollection of events grew ever grayer and 
more indistinct. It was just bits and pieces really, scattered scenes and 
fragments of conversations. The silent garden in back of the cottage. 
Bella’s voice making threats — threatening Tonks. Rage and an 
overwhelming need to silence her. And Sirius. He’d had the strong 
impression that Sirius was there with him, somehow, although that 
didn’t make any sense. 

The next thing he could remember was waking from regeneration early 
this morning. Tonks was sitting on the edge of the bed, she told him 
she knew. But that was it — nothing in between. Not that he needed 
the details to know what must have happened. What Tonks must have 
seen. 

Remus closed his eyes and tasted the guilt. Although Bellatrix 
Lestrange would torment no one else and Sirius, hopefully, was now at 
peace, he had accomplished these goals at what price? The very last 
person in the world he wanted involved — the one who least deserved 
to be affected — was now completely entangled in it. 

The guilt slowly blended with self-loathing as Remus came to terms 
with what it all meant. Tonks had unwittingly joined a small number of 
individuals who had ever seen him in that form. Dumbledore had, as 
well as Harry and his two friends. Snape had once, thanks to a terrible 
prank. Naturally Sirius and Peter and James had. But none of them 
had ever seen him kill someone. No, that horror would be saved for 
her. 

Why did she not stop him? Why had she helped him? How is it that 
she could possibly choose to be with him now? There was so much he 
couldn’t comprehend. 

Stirred by his questions, he finally shifted to his side and slid his arm 
from under her, rolling her gently onto her back. He propped himself up 
on his elbow to let the blood flow back into his arm, but left his hand 
behind her neck as he leaned into her. Her eyes fluttered open and 
she greeted him with a small smile. 


Remus allowed his eyes to roam over her, lingering for a moment on 
her soft mouth before meeting the warmth of her glittering gold eyes. 
The expression on her face was one of expectation and he knew what 
she wanted. He’d known since the night he had first cornered her 
against the door in his room. 

It had been difficult to keep his distance but he simply couldn’t have 
risked it so close to transformation. But now? It would be so easy to 
close the space between them and kiss her with all the desire he’d 
been holding back. He would give anything to lose himself in her for 
even a short while, to feel and think of nothing else. 

When his body reacted to these thoughts, she subtly pressed herself 
against him to feel it. The look in her eyes told him she knew full well 
she was only making his need worse. Tonks had a way about her that 
he found almost impossible to resist and this one small action was very 
persuasive. He found himself staring again at her parted, red lips and 
instinctively licked his own in anticipation. 

Remus lowered his head and was at the very edge of temptation when 
the reason for being there with her took center stage again and spoiled 
the moment. The irony was bitter. Although he was now physically free 
to be with her, he also was entirely unworthy. 

He still wasn’t thinking clearly and obviously neither was she. 

“Mmm,” was the only sound he could make. He turned his head and 
reluctantly pulled himself away from her. Sliding from the bed, Remus 
pulled the moldy sheet of linen with him, suddenly uncomfortably 
aware of his nakedness. He tied the sheet around his waist and moved 
to stand in the shadows by the window, folding his arms to cover his 
chest. 

“What is it?” 

“Nothing. Everything.” He shrugged. “Il honestly don’t know where to 
start.” 

“Should you be up yet? You look so tired. How are you feeling?” 

How was he feeling? There wasn’t a simple answer to give her. He 
continued to stare out the window while he tried to think of what to say 
first. He heard her slip from the bed and soon she stood before him in 
the shadows. He avoided looking at her. 

“You said something earlier — said you’d already been back, that 
you'd cleaned up after. What did you mean?” In his peripheral vision 
he saw her gaze shift from his face to the floor. 

“Well,” she began tentatively, “after | got over the shock, | — | realised 
the implications of what you had done and—” her voice trailed off. “And 
what | hadn't,” she said finally. “So | went back and cleaned it all up. | 
removed all evidence that we were ever there.” 

“Removed what, exactly? How?” 

“| repaired the gazebo and |,” she hesitated and drew a ragged breath. 


Remus instantly regretted asking her to explain; it was hurting her. He 
wasn't sure he could bear it but he needed to know. He waited silently 
for her to compose herself. 

“| used an Auror technique to collect the aisjecta membra, | 
disillusioned it, and then banished it to the bottom of the stream.” 

A shiver jerked Remus’s body as the talking skull from his dream 
flashed again in his mind. He looked at Tonks then, in disbelief that 
she could have said something so strangely on the mark. 

“What?” she asked worriedly. ’You still have a fever. You shouldn't be 
up.” 

“It’s not that.” 

“What then?” 

“It’s nothing.” 

She eyed him for a moment, clearly not accepting his dismissive reply, 
but finally went on. “The disillusionment charm will hold indefinitely. It 
carries my magical signature. No one can ever see it or find it but me 
— not even Dumbledore or Moody. Although | have told you it’s there, 
you could dredge the river until doomsday and you wouldn't find it 
either. For all intents and purposes my aunt’s remains, that wooden 
box — they no longer exist. Except in my head. Just so you know.” 
She looked at the floor again. 

It seemed inappropriate to be feeling pride at that moment, but he 
couldn't help it. She was amazing — and far cleverer than she ever 
gave herself credit for. Remus was struck anew by how much she had 
done to spare him from the penalties of his own choices. He had to 
know why. 

“| appreciate what you’ve done more than you know. But | can’t say | 
understand it. You involved yourself on a technicality. You didn’t plan 
the murder, | did. You didn’t commit the murder, | did. Your presence 
there was purely a coincidence — and something | would never have 
even known about if you hadn't told me. Why did you do it, Tonks? 


Why?” 
When she finally lifted her face to him, tears had already formed in her 
eyes. “My aunt was a horrible person — a creature, really. Her 


devotion to Vol-” she hesitated on the dreaded name. 

“Go on. Don’t be afraid to say it.” 

“Her devotion to Voldemort,” she went on, “was unshakeable. She had 
done so many terrible things — to the Longbottoms, to some members 
of my family, to the Order. She killed Sirius. She wouldn’t have 
stopped until Harry was dead, until we were all dead. The List, 
remember? 

“Yes, that | can remember.” 

“As terrible as it sounds, some part of me realised you had made the 
right decision. That’s why | didn’t stop you. Then, once it was over, | 


couldn't leave you alone to pay the price for doing what was truly for 
the greater good — not when it was within my power to help you.” She 
wiped a tear from her face with the dirty heel of her hand and it left a 
smudge. 

Her sweet sincerity tugged at his heart and Remus reached out to her 
and bent as she rushed to him. The sensation of her arms around his 
neck and warm breath against his ear brought more flashes. Walking 
in London. The park. Pinning her against cool marble. / love you. 

In the mad tangle he’d nearly missed it. She had said she loved him. 
Remus held her closer still and inhaled the hint of raspberry and 
wisteria in her hair. 

“| had to do it,” she whispered. “Otherwise everyone would assume 
that if you had killed Bellatrix as a werewolf, you had killed the 
Muggles too. | couldn’t let that happen.” 

Remus felt his momentary happiness melt away. He moved his hands 
to her arms and pulled them from around his neck, pushing her back 
far enough that he could see her face again. “What? He searched her 
eyes. “What about the Muggles?” 

He could tell she didn’t want to answer. She’d misspoken and been 
caught. Fresh tears pooled in her eyes. 

“You have to promise to let me explain — explain all of it — before you 
judge me.” 

“Judge you? Why would | judge you? Tonks what are you talking 
about?” 

“The missing Muggles — the ones we were investigating — were 
found dead nearly two weeks ago. In fact, Dumbledore found out the 
first night we were at the fetish club.” 

“And?” 

“There wasn’t much left of them — it was made to look like a werewolf 
attack.” She hesitated, no doubt giving him time to absorb the 
information. “Apparently they had been dead for some time. 
Dumbledore didn’t believe it was you. He suspected the DEs were 
behind it from the beginning. With Sirius out of the way, he figured you 
would be next. But he had to be able to prove it.” 

“What do you mean?” He let go of her arms. 

“He was worried about you. Said you were under too much pressure. 
Although he didn’t believe you would attack Muggles, he felt there 
were some who might believe it unless we could prove otherwise.” 
“We? He noticed that Tonks drew in a slow, deep breath. He had an 
inkling the worst was coming. 

“Remember the night we returned from the club? When Dumbledore 
interrupted us in the hallway? He asked me to come to his office, 
remember?” 

“Yes, | remember.” 


“That’s when he told me. That’s when he asked me.” 

“Asked you what?” 

“To shadow you. Someone had to monitor your activities and attempt 
to verify your innocence. That job fell to me.” 

“| suppose after that little show in the hallway Dumbledore thought you 
would have easy access, is that it?” 

“Remus, please don't. It wasn't like that.” Her eyes were shining again. 
“Yes, he knows about us. But that isn’t why he asked me to do it. He 
asked me because he knew | believed in you. And because there was 
no one else.” 

He knew she meant every word but it still stung to hear it. It stung to 
discover that he remained a subject of scrutiny and was considered 
untrustworthy. But it was well founded. He was indeed a killer and he 
couldn't deny it. 

“Does everyone else in the Order know about the evidence?” 
“Mad-Eye and Dumbledore spoke to the members individually and 
explained the Death Eater plot. They asked everyone to avoid the 
subject, out of respect to you. But no one knows | was following you 
except Dumbledore, Moody, and Snape.” 

“Severus? I'll wager that knowledge filled his small, black heart to 
bursting. | suppose he knows about usas well?” Remus motioned 
casually between them. Her countenance and posture changed and it 
let him know the question had hurt her. 

“| don’t try to keep up on what Snape knows. So what if he does? 
Apparently it’s not much of a secret if my bleeding aunt — the Death 
Eater — knew about us. I’m sorry if it embarrasses you but | think 
we've got bigger problems than Snape.” 

He hadn't meant it that way. He wasn’t embarrassed by his 
relationship with her; he simply hated the thought of Snape knowing 
anything personal about him. It was a very old, very deep grudge and it 
was perfectly mutual. 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“Don’t you think | wanted to? / couldn’t. Dumbledore insisted that your 
actions not be influenced by knowledge of the events.” 

“Well it was certainly a convincing lie this morning, when you said you 
had followed me out of jealousy. It actually made sense and | believed 
you.” 

“| didn’t lie — | was jealous.” She blushed and looked away 
uncomfortably. “I just didn’t tell you it wasn’t the only reason | followed 
you. Even if | had lied, how would that be different from the lies you 
have been telling me?” She leveled her recomposed gaze at him. 
“How do you think | felt when | went to pick up your order from the 
apothecary and the alchemist laughed at me? | knew right then you 
had lied to me, that you were hiding something.” 


She was right, of course. He had lied to her and kept just as much 
from her as she had from him. “I’m sorry,” he sighed. 

“| swear there is nothing else, Remus. I’ve told you everything.” She 
looked at the floor again. 

“| believe you.” 

“I’m sorry too.” She sniffled and shoved her hands in her cloak 
pockets, still looking at her shoes. 

“Come here.” He forced himself to reach for her again, mostly because 
he didn’t Know what else to do. Naturally he used to get into scraps 
and disagreements with his friends — especially James and Sirius — 
but those were always resolved by ignoring that they had ever 
happened. He had never exchanged hurt feelings with a woman he 
hoped to make up with, but he didn’t think ignoring that it had occurred 
was the answer here. 

Remus was at a loss as to what he should say or do next and worst of 
all, he didn’t have the strength to do it. He was approaching collapse 
again and needed rest. 

They stood quietly for some time, the long fingers of his hands 
entwined with her small ones, his chin resting on top of her head as 
she pressed her cheek against his bare chest. She finally broke the 
silence. 

“| have to go for a while. | need to see Dumbledore. It’s important that | 
check in.” 

“You're off to number twelve then?” 

“No. He’s just up the road at Hogwarts — or was, as of last night. | 
assume he’s still there.” 

“What are you going to tell him?” 

“That | was with you all night. It’s mostly true, with the exception of a 
few hours. Besides, it’s what he expects now — in more ways than 
one.” 

“Then I'll wait for you here. I’m not keen to rush back to the Order and | 
should be sleeping now anyway.” 

“Actually, | was thinking we should get a room in Hogsmeade for 
tonight. All this mold and dust and that rotten bed can’t be doing you 
any good. A hot bath, room service, and clean sheets would be much 
better, don’t you think?” 

He didn’t know what to say. What he really wanted was to be alone, 
although he didn’t see it happening. He also hated that she would be 
spending more of her money on him but to say so would only hurt her 
feelings again. He felt rather trapped. 

“I think you’d be embarrassed to go into the village with me wearing 
only this sheet. | seem to have misplaced my clothes again.” 

“Oh.” She worked her hands free of his and fished in her inside cloak 
pocket. “I have them — well, what’s left of them — and also your 


wand. They'll look like shite but | reckon they can be repaired enough 
to get you to the room. Then I'll stop on my way back and pick up 
something new. All right?” 

“All right.” 

The village inn had proven to be a very good idea. Tonks had insisted 
they register under his name, as proof he had nothing to hide. Then 
she’d ordered an early dinner for them and left for Hogwarts some time 
after. Remus had taken her advice about the hot bath as well. It 
seemed to help the remaining aches from the transformation, not to 
mention the benefit of being clean. 

Later, lying between the crisp, fresh sheets, Remus had tried to sleep 
but couldn’t. There was just too much confusion inside him. 

For the first time in his life he was in love and that love was returned, 
or so it would seem. The Death Eaters knew things they couldn't 
possibly know, which suggested an informant within the Order or 
someone under Imperius. He was under suspicion of killing Muggles 
and everyone knew it. Dumbledore had asked Tonks to spy on him 
and she had willingly done so. He’d been so preoccupied lately that he 
still hadn’t spoken to Harry since Sirius died. The mystery of the farm 
in Salisbury remained unsolved, although Remus now believed it was 
somehow connected to the Muggle deaths. He had savagely killed 
Bellatrix Lestrange and Tonks had seen him do it. Tonks had involved 
herself even more by destroying the evidence. 

And those were just the highlights. 

Remus knew he faced a day of reckoning with Dumbledore and 
Moody. The fact that Bellatrix has gone missing will surface soon 
enough and it was in his best interest to admit to his involvement up 
front. Killing a Death Eater in the service of the Order wasn’t unheard 
of and he had no real fear of admitting responsibility. However, 
explaining the circumstances and method would surely be problematic. 
His main concern was making certain Tonks was never implicated. Her 
actions could not be as easily explained, should they come to light, 
and he had to resolve how to prevent her life or career from suffering 
because she had wanted to help him. Actually, he had a lot to resolve 
where she was concerned. 

Tonks returned long after sunset and when she entered the room it 
was dark, save for a single candle he’d left for her. She whispered his 
name, testing to see if he was still awake. Remus did not answer her. 
He couldn’t bring himself to deal with any more thoughts or feelings or 
information. 

He listened as she hummed quietly to herself while she showered and 
prepared for bed. It wasn’t long before she slipped in beside him. She 
lay on her back at first, and he could almost hear the gears whirling in 


her mind. She’d been through a lot too. 

Remus suddenly felt guilty that he wasn’t offering her comfort when 
she needed it. But he just couldn’t talk anymore and he knew that if he 
turned to her, if he held her, it would lead to something else. 
Something he didn’t have the strength to control. 

As if she had read his mind, Tonks shifted to her side then, slipping an 
arm over his waist and moulding herself against his back. She worked 
her hand into his and laced their fingers before placing a single kiss 
between his shoulder blades. 

Now he could sleep. 


KKK 


Chapter 15: Quicksand 


Remus had soon realised he could not leave Tonks on the outside of 
his thoughts and decisions, at least not when it came to her aunt’s 
death and all that had followed. Tonks had as much at stake as he did 
and she deserved to know what was on his mind. 

Together they had decided to wait and let the dust settle, to watch for 
the ripple effect of his actions. It seemed certain there would be news 
— some kind of reaction from Voldemort’s camp or, presumably, 
Tonks’s family — when they realised that Bellatrix had gone missing. 
But a month had passed now and still there’d been nothing. 

It didn’t add up and certainly didn’t make sense, not in light of what’s 
happened. The Death Eaters were rarely silent during times of war and 
they were never, ever idle. 

Upon reflection, it was easy to see that the Order had begun to 
experience a steady increase of internal problems a number of months 
ago. It seemed to start with Sirius being lured to his death, followed by 
a subtle pattern of strikes directed specifically at Remus. 

Such divide and conquer tactics were not unexpected, even as Harry 
remained their ultimate target. However, the more Remus had mulled it 
over, the clearer it became that the focus and method of the attacks 
were decidedlypersonal. 

The accident at the farm in Salisbury was assumed to be just that — 
an accident. But what if it hadn’t been? Remus’s immortality wasn’t a 
given; irreparable damage to either his heart or his brain would kill him 
the same as anyone else. Had the metal pierced his chest just two 
inches to the left, he might easily have died. 

The savage slaughter of the Muggles also was curiously timed, 
considering that the Order's uneasiness with Remus’s behaviour and 
state of mind was at an all-time high. 

But more than anything, it was Bellatrix knowing of his personal 
connection to Tonks that rattled him the most. Their newly minted 
relationship was so recent that no one, save Dumbledore, knew of it. 
Yet somehow, intimate details of life at number twelve were being 
passed on to those only too willing to capitalise on the information. 
Kreacher had been responsible for betraying Sirius but since 
Dumbledore had subsequently neutralised the house elf’s ability to 
threaten their security, Kreacher could be ruled out. The Order was 
composed of trustworthy individuals who had been associated with the 
cause for many, many years. It was highly unlikely that any of them 
had turned spy and the /mperius curse was too transparent to attempt 
right in front of Moody’s ever-watchful eye. 

What then? The answer had to be there; they just couldn’t see it. As 


they’d waited for the other shoe to drop, the two of them had hashed 
out every possibility they could think of, in a hundred different ways, 
with no measurable success. 

It was frustrating, especially to Tonks. She’d been very hard on herself, 
feeling that if she were any kind of Auror she could figure it out. Remus 
hated to see her so emotionally invested, so involved, and while it was 
his greatest regret he could do nothing about it now. 

Regardless of all that, they had already given themselves too much 
time. Knowing the Death Eaters were aware of activities relating to the 
Order was a responsibility that could not be managed between them 
alone. 

They needed to get help, get answers — but that meant Remus owed 
a few answers first. Bringing this new threat against the Order out into 
the open would require that he own up to murder. It was time he told 
Dumbledore and Moody the truth about the fate of Bellatrix Lestrange, 
but offering such information carried risk. 

No doubt it would have been wisest to confess immediately but he’d 
hesitated, wanting to be sure it was the right thing. He had to think it 
through, had to be able to answer any questions that might be put to 
him. But in the final analysis it really wasn’t complicated. He would 
explain it all, just as it happened, with one exception. 

lt had to be solely his crime and solely his responsibility. There was no 
way he would allow Tonks to be connected to the events. She could 
lose her Auror status and her integrity if it were to become known that 
she’d willfully destroyed evidence and withheld information. Remus 
had asked her — begged her — that when the time came, she would 
trust him to face the consequences alone and she had tearfully 
agreed. 

But still he worried. 

Remus waited for Tonks now, having arranged to meet at her favourite 
café in London. Since it was a Muggle establishment, any of their 
conversation that might be overheard would mean nothing to anyone. 
He sat at the same pavement table they’d had before, stretched out his 
long legs, and tried to relax in the warm evening sun. 

Just a few minutes later, a pair of arms slipped around his neck from 
behind, the hands smoothing down his chest. Lips at his ear 
whispered, “There’s the man.” 

Tonks pulled away and moved past him, flopping into the chair 
opposite. It wasn’t her words, it was how she said them. It was how 
she looked at him. He wondered for a moment if the entire city around 
them could tell how he felt about her. It had to be obvious. 

“Please tell me the port is on its way?” 

“It is.” He watched a smile light her face and gave in to one himself. 
He’d taken a bit from savings so he could pay for her this time and it 


felt good. “And how was the day?” 

She rolled her eyes. “Tagging two steps behind Moody all day at the 
Ministry? I'll give you three guesses.” 

“| don’t need even one. You have my sympathy.” 

“Sympathy is dull. Have anything else for me?” Tonks smiled wickedly 
and winked a blue and amber eye at him. Her hair was the same 
shade of dark brown and it had recently occurred to Remus that she 
wasn’t changing her appearance as often or as dramatically as she 
used to. 

He smiled and winked back, feeling a tingle in his skin at the thought of 
her. Despite his intention to take things slowly, he was in her arms 
nearly every night. Although the urge to bite her was always there, he 
was growing more confident in his ability to control it — as long as the 
moon was not full. 

“Listen, there’s something we need to talk about,” he began carefully. 
“Okay,” she said, her tone cooling to match his. 

“It's time | met with Dumbledore and Mad-Eye,” he said plainly. The 
cheer drained from her face, muting the spark in her eyes. 

She took a few extra seconds before she replied. “Are you sure?” 

They were interrupted briefly when the port and cheese arrived. 

“Yes, I’m sure. I’ve put it off long enough,” Remus continued. “I’m not 
going to become any less guilty by waiting and I’ve put the Order in 
even more jeopardy by not revealing that the Death Eaters appear to 
be receiving inside information.” 

“We've put them in jeopardy, remember? You’re not alone in this,” she 
said adamantly. This was the kind of talk that scared the hell out of 
him. 

“I’m not overly concerned by how they'll take the news that Bellatrix is 
dead, even when they understand how it was accomplished,” he went 
on. “She was a menace to our cause and her passing means, among 
other things, one less significant threat against Harry. But as you know 
only too well, it will heighten their suspicion of my involvement in the 
Muggle deaths.” 

“Dumbledore doesn’t believe you had anything to do with that — he’s 
said so from the beginning.” 

“But at present, | cannot prove it and my credibility will be in shreds.” 
He studied his wineglass for a moment. “I know that impression can’t 
be helped, but | can honestly say | don’t fancy a trip to Azkaban.” 

How do you intend to protect her when you are locked away in the 
maddening depths of Azkaban? Bella’s chilling question echoed in his 
mind. He glanced at Tonks and sensed it was in her mind as well. 
Neither spoke for a few moments. 

“When?” Tonks finally asked. 

“Tomorrow, if it can be arranged. That will give me one last night for 


second thoughis.” 

“Please, Remus,” she said in a rush, reaching across the table for his 
hand. “I want to be there — | want them to know I’m on your side.” 

“No, love. We've been over this. It's something | need to do alone. It'll 
be all right.” He squeezed her hand and watched her beautiful eyes 
grow shiny for a moment. 

They spoke of other things and made an effort to enjoy the wine and 
their anonymity in the heart of London before returning to number 
twelve later that evening. 

As they entered the house, Remus urged Tonks to head upstairs while 
he went on to set the appointment for tomorrow with Dumbledore and 
Moody. The headmaster was away at the school but Remus did find 
Moody sitting alone at the kitchen table, perusing a thick sheaf of 
parchment. 

“Interesting reading?” Remus asked. 

“Auror business,” Moody grunted without taking his eyes off the 
papers. “What can | do for you, Lupin?” 

“I'd like to speak to you and Dumbledore tomorrow — in the morning, if 
possible.” 

“Would you now,” growled Moody, turning over another page of 
parchment. 

“In private,” Remus added. Though his normal eye remained on the 
papers, Moody’s magical eye spun upward. 

“Private is it?” The strange blue eye traced across Remus’s face and 
posture. “Hmm. Well, I'll see what | can do.” 

“’'d appreciate it. It is rather important.” 

“So | gather. I'll arrange it with Dumbledore and let you know.” Both of 
Moody’s eyes returned to his reading. 

“Good night then.” Remus turned on his heel and left the kitchen. 

As Remus headed down the quiet hallway, his keen hearing picked up 
the distant sound of a squeaking hinge. No doubt it was Tonks, 
opening the window in her room to let in the cool night air. 

The days were getting longer, creating the illusion that it was earlier in 
the evening than it truly was. The late setting sun streamed in from the 
far windows in the adjacent drawing room, casting light into the end of 
the hallway at an unusual angle. The brightness fell perfectly upon the 
painting that hung on the wall there, drawing his attention to it. 

Remus had never really noticed it before. In all the time he’d been 
living there, he’d never taken much interest in the Black Family relics 
that lined the walls and filled the rooms. True, Sirius had hated all of it 
and perhaps some of that embittered attitude had rubbed off. Besides, 
the portrait of Mrs. Black was enough to cure anyone from looking too 
closely at anything. 

Like everything else in the house, the canvas was dingy and neglected 


but the scene upon it had a certain charm. A small greystone lodge 
was very close in the foreground, somewhere in the country, and the 
lace curtains in the open window waved along with the tall summer 
flowers in an unfelt breeze. There was something familiar about it he 
couldn't place but then again, he’d rounded this corner by the stairs 
countless times and had probably seen it without seeing it. 

Remus continued upstairs and his heart grew heavier with each step. It 
wasn’t her. He loved her. He wanted to be with her — maybe a little 
too much, and it needled his conscience. How long could he let it go 
on, sleeping with her night after night as if that were enough? As if it 
were all she deserved? It felt oisrespecttful. 

He could offer her human marriage but that would only tie her to a man 
with no security, lasting only as long as she lived. Without the blood 
bond they could never be truly mated, he could give her no children, 
and eventually he would have to face the rest of his life without her. 
Was something better than nothing? He couldn’t decide. 

Stopping off at the loo, he brushed his teeth and splashed some water 
on his weary face. He looked at himself in the mirror, water dripping off 
his nose and chin. He was back on the aging powder, along with the 
Wolfsbane potion, and it combined with his concerns to make him look 
every bit of his physical age now. 

After toweling the rest of the water away, he headed for her room. 
Outside the bedroom door, he knocked and hesitated a moment before 
letting himself in. She was already in bed, propped up on an elbow and 
skimming through an old magazine. She tossed it on the floor and 
regarded him as he started to remove his clothes. The thin cotton 
sheet outlined every one of her curves. 

“Is it arranged then?” 

“Yes, but | don’t know exactly when. Dumbledore wasn’t in and Moody 
said he’d work it out and get back to me. Sometime in the morning, | 
suppose.” 

Both fell silent, neither wishing to express the same feelings and 
questions and concerns again. Remus searched for a subject to ease 
the moment and grasped the first thing that came to mind. 

“That painting near the landing,” he said, “what is that place?” 

Tonks hesitated for a moment, as if she were holding the framed 
canvas up to her mind’s eye. “Oh. That’s the old summerhouse. It’s 
been in the Black family forever.” She laughed. “Whatever made you 
ask that?” 

“No reason, really. | happened to notice it just now and it seemed a bit 
familiar.” 

“Hmm. Did you ever go there with Sirius?” 

Remus smirked. “No. Although it’s probably one of the few places we 
didn’t go.” 


“Maybe you’re just remembering the other one,” she said absently. 
“What other one?” 

“There’s another painting almost exactly like it at Malfoy Manor. 
Grandmother Black, my mum’s mother, had one too but gave it to Aunt 
Narcissa years ago.” 

“How would | remember it from Malfoy Manor?” He slid into bed and 
pulled her to him. 

“| just thought maybe you saw it the day you were there for the wake.” 
“The wake for Regulus?” Remus let out a low whistle. “I haven't 
thought of that in ages. That was what, fifteen or sixteen years ago? | 
know | was there but | can’t say | recall the details of that day and 
certainly not a particular painting.” 

“| suppose that’s true.” 

“What a day of torture that was. Regulus and Sirius. It was always so 
difficult between them — something | could understand only too well.” 
“What do you mean?” 

“It’s rather a long story. For now, let’s just say Regulus hated all of us, 
our little Brotherhood of Four, and | never thought to find myself there 
at his funeral. But Sirius felt he had to go and he was in such a mood; | 
simply went along to keep him from making a scene he’d only regret 
later. Torture, torture. Not to mention that a werewolf finds no comfort 
at social occasions.” 

She hugged him closer and kissed his neck. “Sirius was in a mood and 
it was understandable, having to be around the family again after he’d 
been gone so long. But you? You wore a brown suit — and you were 
nice to my father.” 

“How is it you can remember that?” he wondered aloud. 

“A girl doesn’t forget the day she meets a man like you.” 

Through her simple words, so genuinely spoken, Remus felt equally 
alive and awed. Sometimes he believed she couldn't possibly be real. 
Moved by humility and passion, he turned to her then, leaning in and 
lightly touching her lips with his. 

Her first responses were soft and thoughtful but they quickly heated up 
to the sensuously open kisses he craved. For long minutes their 
mouths met, clung, explored, and slid apart only to be rejoined again. 
Each kiss stirred him more than the last. 

His hand lingered at her throat and then continued slowly downward, 
sliding fully over her breast. He could feel the tension of expectation in 
her and she shifted beneath him. Always ready, always full of desire, 
she was a creature of both modesty and lust and the combination 
excited him. The hands around his neck pulled him ever closer and 
she gave herself to him freely. 

Settling above her, his senses fused when she closed in around him. 
Hard met soft, need met want, and wonder met truth as a sparkling, 


magnetic current surrounded and consumed them. Trembling 
anticipation melted into a rhythm, with each slow twist and push edging 
them nearer to completion. 

Remus savoured these times; the intimate moment when he held her 
eyes as long as he could, silently willing her to see him for what he 
was and all that he might have been. Willing her to understand, in the 
many ways he could not show, that she meant everything to him. 

He watched her eyes flutter closed as she swelled against him like the 
waves of a stormy sea. Her face glowed with a peaceful agony and to 
his eye there was nothing more beautiful. 

She pulled him down then, breathing raggedly as she murmured his 
name. The small sounds she made against his ear grew louder and 
more desperate until they ignited a fever in his blood. He burned to 
possess her more deeply and with all of his strength. 

The dizzying energy was like a voice whispering in his mind. It urged 
him to let go, to ease his pain, to take what he wanted. But Remus 
forced himself to turn away from the pulse throbbing in the curve of her 
creamy white neck. Breathless and shaking, he set his jaw against the 
frenzied flood of instinct and moved against her until they met in 
fulfillment. 

When calmness returned, he shifted to his side again and opened his 
eyes to find hers upon him. Her long, full lashes glistened with tears; 
they often did after making love. He’d become used to it, although at 
first it had concerned him. When he asked, she'd said that it was all 
just too much to feel at once. In his own way, he knew what she 
meant. There was a strange power in what they shared and it scared 
them both at times. 

There was more to the tears this time though, he knew. Tonks was 
afraid of what tomorrow might bring, what it would mean for them. But 
it was a fear that she wouldn't voice tonight. She always chose to 
make everything easier for him than she otherwise might. 

Remus leaned in then and kissed her; it was a soft, meaningful kiss he 
could manage again now that the fire was out. 

“Hold me?” she whispered, a shiver shaking her. He reached for the 
blanket at the foot of the bed and pulled it over them, drawing her as 
close to him as he could. Neither spoke another word and eventually 
exhaustion carried them off to sleep. 

The morning had seemed to arrive a mere instant later, although it was 
much later than Remus would have wished. Tonks was still asleep and 
he slipped from the bed without waking her, gathered his clothes and 
left. 

Cleaned up and dressed, he was nearly out of his room before 
deciding at the last minute to take his overcoat — just in case the 


meeting would be out at the school. Grabbing it from the back of the 
chair, he noticed his hand shaking from nerves. He had to calm down. 
He couldn’t give Moody any extra reasons to suspect he was hiding 
something. Or someone. 

As unnerved as he was, Remus knew it would be hardest on Tonks — 
having to wait it out on her own until he could tell her what happened. 
He prayed she would truly do as he had asked and let him handle it 
alone. Pulling on his overcoat, he headed downstairs. 

The house was silent and Remus thought perhaps he might have 
misunderstood what Moody had said. He passed through the kitchen 
and made his way to Dumbledore’s office. His confusion increased 
when he found them both sitting there. He wondered how long they 
had been waiting. 

“Am | late?” Remus ventured uncertainly. 

“Yes, but that can happen when you don’t sleep in your own bed,” 
Moody grumbled. 

“Sorry?” Remus didn’t like his tone or his implication. 

“I came to fetch you this morning but you weren't in the right room,” 
Moody groused. 

He hadn’t even thought of that possibility. This was already not going 
well and the worst had yet to begin. 

“That is neither here nor there, Alastor. Remus is in the correct room 
now, is he not?” said Dumbledore in a measured voice. 

“What is it then, Lupin?” said Moody. 

Remus swallowed hard and pulled the door closed behind him. Now 
that he was actually here, the prospect of confessing was much more 
difficult than he’d imagined. He hesitated for a moment and took a seat 
as the two men watched him expectantly. 

“| have some information you should find useful,” Remus said at last. 
“Well? Let’s have it straight now,” Moody growled. 

Dumbledore’s countenance registered a brief flicker of impatience at 
Moody’s bluntness. Remus swallowed again. There was no point in 
dragging it out. 

“Just over a month ago, | killed Bellatrix Lestrange.” 

Before either man could form a response, the door burst open. Remus 
felt his heart wrench in his chest when he turned and saw Tonks 
standing there. Face flushed and chest heaving beneath the skin-tight 
fabric of her nightshirt, she had an almost wild look in her eyes as she 
met his gaze. 

“It's him, Remus,” she whispered, “it’s Regulus.” 


KKK 


Chapter 16: Truth or Consequences 


“It's him, Remus,” Tonks whispered, “it’s Regulus.” She hesitated. 
“Don’t you see? It all fits. He’s the one giving them information. It 
has to be,” she whispered anxiously. 

Remus didn’t seem to know what to do or say and she waited 
breathlessly for his reaction. When it came, it was not what she’d 
expected. It wasn’t surprise or interest or even relief. Instead, 
frustration and panic seemed to detonate inside him and Tonks could 
feel the shock wave hit her. 

“You’re not dressed,” he said finally, in a strange voice. Tonks looked 
down at herself and suddenly felt embarrassed to realise that her skin- 
tight shirt left nothing at all to the imagination. Rising from his chair, 
Remus moved to shield her from view of the other men. 

“Bellatrix Lestrange is dead? Regulus? You mean Regulus Black? 
What's this all about?” Moody barked. 

Without taking his eyes from her, Remus jerked his hand up in a 
gesture intended to silence Moody. Tonks watched his face as he 
stood over her and she struggled to read his expression. He gripped 
her shoulder then and silently mouthed, “Say nothing more.” Was he 
angry with her? 

“I'll see you upstairs after a while and we'll talk then, all right?” Remus 
said aloud. The hand on her shoulder began to pressure her 
backwards and out the door. 

“Hang on,” Moody barked again. “She stays. I’d like to understand just 
what the hell is going on here.” 

“| told you this was private, Moody,” Remus spoke over his shoulder. “I 
don’t want her to—” he began, but Moody interrupted him. 

“You don’t want her to what, Lupin? It would appear Tonks already 
knows more about all of this than we do. She stays. That’s an order.” 
Tonks knew he meant it too because Mad-Eye rarely pulled rank. 
Remus closed his eyes for a moment and sighed as if he’d been given 
terrible news. With his back still to the men, he slowly removed his 
overcoat and then helped her to slip it on and cover herself. His face 
was deeply etched with concern but his thumb gently stroked her 
cheek before he dragged his eyes from her and stepped away. 

“Now sit down and start talking,” said Moody. 

lt was more important than ever that their conversation not be 
overheard so Tonks turned and closed the door. 

“| presume you heard Alastor’s question just now, Tonks? You are 
aware, then, that your aunt is dead?” said Dumbledore. 

Tonks nodded and sat in the nearest chair, trying her best not to look 
at Remus. 


“What happened, Lupin?” said Moody. 

“As | said, | killed her,” he replied, his voice raspier than usual. 

Tonks watched Dumbledore’s gaze shift from Remus to herself. Since 
he knew that she and Remus were involved, it made sense that he 
would wonder how she felt about the admission. Tonks tried to keep 
her face passive. 

“Why?” said Moody. 

“For a lot of reasons, really, but mainly for revenge. For Sirius,” Remus 
said quietly. 

Tonks noticed Dumbledore’s eyebrows draw closer and closer 
together as he absorbed the information. 

“Where?” said Moody. 

“In Stirling,” Remus said plainly. Tonks observed that Dumbledore had 
a subtle reaction of surprise to this bit of news. Apparently he 
understood more about Remus’s connection to Stirling than she did. 
“How did it come about?” said Moody. 

“| contacted her anonymously. | had something she wanted, something 
she could not refuse. We arranged to meet in Stirling.” 

“Oh come now. You’re suggesting that one of the most dangerous dark 
witches in Voldemort’s service just waltzed into your trap? There has 
to be more to it,” Moody growled. 

“| admit it was ridiculously simple. But everyone — even a dark witch 
— has a weakness. Bellatrix had a consuming desire to ingratiate 
herself with Voldemort. That was her undoing.” 

“What was the nature of this weakness?” Dumbledore finally spoke 
again. 

“A set of heirlooms, once owned by Salazar Slytherin. They had been 
in the Black family for some time before Sirius took it upon himself to 
hide them. He had told me the story, as well as where they were 
hidden, before he died. Bella was only too happy at the prospect of 
being able to lay the treasure at Voldemort’s feet.” 

“| see,” said Dumbledore. 

“And she suspected nothing? She showed up at the appointed time 
and just stood there while you dispatched her? Let’s have it straight 
now, Lupin,” said Moody. 

Seconds ticked by while Remus remained silent. Tonks could sense 
the tension building inside him and she finally gave in to her feelings 
and glanced in his direction. A muscle worked in his jaw and his 
breathing was shallow. He’s going to tell them. 

“It was a full moon,” Remus said finally. 

Dumbledore leaned forward in his chair. Tonks braced herself for what 
was coming. She couldn’t decide if it was best to face Dumbledore and 
Moody when the news came or if she should stare at her lap instead. 
“When Bellatrix arrived, | was concealed. The box containing the 


heirlooms was charmed to restrain her when she touched it,” Remus 
continued. “She was trapped. | transformed and killed her.” 

Tonks chose to look them in the eye; it was a small gesture but the 
only means she had to show her solidarity with Remus. A deep silence 
hung in the room for what seemed like forever. 

“Good God,” Moody whispered. He was genuinely stunned. 
Dumbledore seemed to be as well. This gave Tonks a fleeting sense of 
hope; they were truly shocked that he’d killed someone. Would their 
belief in him hold now, in terms of the Muggle deaths? Would his 
honesty work for him or against him? 

“Before the transformation, she said a few things you should be aware 
of.” Remus seemed to be getting more anxious as he continued with 


his story. 
“Please go on,” Dumbledore urged. 
“She referred to a list — a hit list, if you will — naming Sirius, Tonks, 


and myself specifically. She said we were all dead already.” Tonks 
realised that Remus was incorporating aspects of her account into his 
story. He had already transformed when Bellatrix said they were all 
dead and so he could have no memory of it himself. 

“Death Eaters threatening to kill someone in the Order is hardly news, 
Lupin, you know that,” said Moody. 

“Yes, | know that. But Bellatrix was in possession of other information 
— personal information — that she could not possibly have known. Not 
without access to this house.” 

“What kind of personal information,” Moody asked testily. 

“She knew that Tonks and | are—’ Remus delayed saying the words. 
Tonks remained silent but watched him intently, hoping he understood 
that it was all right to be open, to admit they were together. 

“Spit it out, man!” said Moody. 

“| believe Remus means that Bellatrix was somehow aware that he 
and her niece are involved — in an intimate way,” Dumbledore cut in. 
“Is that correct, Remus?” 

“Yes. No one knew about it except you,” said Remus, looking directly 
at Dumbledore. 

“Really? | knew it. | Knew it when | discovered you in the wrong bed 
this morning. Big secret, is it?” Moody said hotly. Tonks felt the tingle 
of a blush but was mainly confused by Mad-Eye’s growing hostility 
toward Remus. 

“But you didn’t realise it a month ago; you didn’t know when Bellatrix 
knew, did you?” Remus replied coldly. 

“Well how do we know you weren't as indiscreet elsewhere as you are 
here?” Moody fired back. 

“Alastor,” said Dumbledore, his voiced rising, “calm yourself. Remus 
did not arrange this meeting to seek your approval on his private life. It 


is clear that we have another security breach. Surely thatis the issue 
at hand?” 

Moody grunted in agreement and seemed to refocus his thoughts. “So 
you killed her. All in all not a bad thing.” Moody’s strange blue eye 
remained on Remus while the natural one, darkened by emotion, fell 
upon Tonks herself. It was the closest thing to a show of concern she 
would get from the crusty old veteran. “What did you do with the 
remains?” 

“| hadn't made a kill in years. In truth, there wasn’t much left.” His voice 
was oddly detached and Tonks’s heart ached that Remus would have 
to speak openly about such a private shame. “Whatever remained was 
destroyed the next day.” Remus briefly glanced at her then, his face 
unreadable. He hadn't lied. 

Moody considered this explanation for a moment and then suddenly 
shot his gaze at Tonks. “How long have you known this and let it go 
unreported?” 

Before she could respond, Remus answered for her. “We talked about 
it last night. Certainly you can imagine | was in no rush to confess to 
anyone that I’d committed murder. Killing her aunt is rather a stumbling 
block to a relationship, wouldn’t you say? I’d waited to see if there was 
a reaction from Voldemort’s camp, anything that might indicate how 
they were getting their information. But as it dragged on | realised | had 
to come forward, that | couldn’t leave the Order exposed just to save 
myself. Tonks deserved to hear it from me first.” 

Tonks was astonished that Remus was able to leave her entirely out of 
the explanation and sti// not lie. His determination to protect her, yet 
not sacrifice any more of his honour, was touching and it was all she 
could do to keep tears from her eyes. 

“Tonks, my dear, could you please explain what this has to do with 
Regulus?” Dumbledore was watching her closely, peering over his 
spectacles. There was a strange quality to his expression that she 
couldn't quite make out. 

Between his gaze and Moody’s eye, Tonks was challenged to find her 
voice and she cast a quick glance at Remus before she spoke. He 
seemed a bit calmer now and gave her an almost imperceptible nod of 
encouragement. She would have to be careful. 

“As he said, we talked last night. We’d been out, in London, and talked 
about loads of things. Remus asked a question about that painting of 
the summerhouse in the hall; he thought it seemed familiar. | explained 
that there were two paintings — one here and one at Malfoy Manor. 
We talked about the day we met, the day of the wake for Regulus. We 
were all there: Sirius, Remus, my aunt, and |,” her voice grew quiet. 
She glanced at Remus again. 

“Anyway, the fact that my aunt — that Bellatrix knew about Remus and 


me, when no one else did, couldn't have been a coincidence. And 
once we worked through it, there were other things,” she hesitated. 
She wished she had more time to think. 

“Other things such as?” Dumbledore prompted. 

“That perhaps his accident at the farm was no accident at all. That the 
Death Eaters somehow knew we were coming and staged the attack 
to look like we’d surprised them. We assumed the hex that knocked 
the sign bracket loose was a misfire but maybe it wasn’t. A couple of 
inches to one side and it would have killed him.” 

“Please continue,” said Dumbledore. 

“Then there was the curious timing of the Muggle deaths, that they 
happened when people in this house — within the Order — were 
already somewhat mistrustful of Remus,” Tonks paused again and 
glanced at Dumbledore. “I told him you asked me to follow him, sir, I’m 
sorry.” 

Dumbledore nodded silently. 

“That’s true,” said Moody thoughtfully, “I had to rein Vance in a little — 
and Shacklebolt too, once or twice and that was before the bodies 
were discovered.” 

“Yes, | heard their conversation from the hallway myself,” said Remus. 
“| thought you had,” said Moody. 

“Well that’s it, don’t you see? | woke up with the answer this morning,” 
said Tonks anxiously. “The hallway. In all of these instances, events or 
actions the Death Eaters were aware of took place in the hallway. We 
discussed our mission to Salisbury in the junction of the entry and the 
hallway. Conversations of concern about Remus and his werewolf 
behaviour could be overheard from the hallway. Remus and | shared 
our first kiss in that hallway.” She blushed again. “The painting of the 
summerhouse is in that hallway.” 

“That can’t be it,” Moody argued. “Except for the one Nigellus uses 
upstairs to travel between here and the school, we blocked portrait 
access during the first security sweep when we moved our operations 
here. That’s why old lady Black is screaming all the time — she’s got 
no escape, nowhere to go. Regulus wasn’t in his portrait when we 
arrived and there’s no way he can get back to it. He can’t be in this 
house.” 

“We blocked portrait access, Alastor, but not painting access. If | am 
not mistaken, Tonks is suggesting that Regulus is moving from his 
portrait to the other painting of the summerhouse at Malfoy Manor. At 
that moment, he is effectively inside the summerhouse which also 
exists in the painting here. The two paintings act as a conduit. He has 
access to this house, or at least to the hallway, without actually 
entering this painting. It is remarkably ingenious,” Dumbledore mused. 
“| heard a window hinge last night when | was in the hallway. | thought 


it was Tonks opening one upstairs but it was from inside the painting. 
The summerhouse is in the near foreground. All he has to do is open 
the window and he can hear everything from his hiding place,” said 
Remus. “The focus shifted to me almost immediately after Sirius died. 
With Kreacher no longer useful to them, they had to come up with 
another method to gain information.” 

“It all makes sense,” said Moody, “but how can we be so sure it’s 
Regulus? Surely there are others it might be.” 

“At the time of this death, Regulus was in deep with Voldemort,” said 
Remus. “Sirius maintained that at some point, Regulus panicked — 
wanted to back out and Voldemort had him killed. Perhaps it is his way 
of apologising, of receiving recognition for his service, albeit 
posthumously. Besides, Regulus hated us. Hated Sirius, me. It’s not 
much of a stretch to imagine that he would hate Tonks as well, just for 
being in league with us. Not to mention for being, by their standards 
anyway, a disgrace to the Black family.” 

“The question now is, can our knowledge of his presence here be used 
to our advantage?” Tonks ventured. 

“That is a very intriguing question, my dear. However, to determine the 
usefulness as compared to the risks, we will need time — and a 
meeting of the Order. Alastor, would you please arrange a meeting as 
soon as it is convenient?” 

“With pleasure,” Moody growled as he heaved himself out of the chair 
and stumped his way to the door, pausing before he opened it. “In the 
mean time, | assume | don’t need to remind you all to watch your 
words — and actions — in this house?” Then Moody moved on, 
closing the door behind him. 

Dumbledore returned his attention to Remus. “There are still a few 
unresolved issues. First is the matter of your confession. While | 
cannot disregard the gravity of murder, | will admit that the death of 
Bellatrix Lestrange does not weigh heavily on my heart,” Dumbledore 
glanced at Tonks and added, “I’m sorry, my dear.” 

“It’s all right, sir.” 

“And, in light of what’s happened,” Dumbledore went on, “I am inclined 
to view it as self-defence, as it is clear she was actively participating in 
a plan to kill you. Second, we must confront the matter of the Muggle 
deaths.” 

”*Yes, sir.” Remus’s voice was barely more than a whisper. Tonks was 
more nervous now than she had been since the interview began. Her 
heart was suddenly thumping wildly and threatening to choke her. 
“Ministry authorities are not likely to become involved in the 
inexplicable disappearance of a Death Eater. We will, in due time, 
most likely face revenge from Voldemort’s followers, but we will not 
face a bureaucratic inquest.” Dumbledore steepled his fingers and 


tipped his silver head to peer over his glasses. “Unfortunately, the 
same is not true where attacks upon innocents or Muggles are 
concerned.” 

“| understand,” Remus said. 

“As a matter of record, Remus, | do not believe you killed the Muggles. 
The choice to murder Bellatrix Lestrange is yours to own. But | 
appreciate your honesty and willingness to risk your freedom. This is 
not the first time you have proven yourself a true Gryffindor, if | may 
say so.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“However, should there be a formal investigation into these deaths, it is 
likely that you will be at the center of it. In that event, | assume | may 
depend upon you to willingly participate in questioning?” Dumbledore 
leaned back in his chair and angled his vision through his glasses. 

“Of course,” said Remus, the colour draining from his face. Tonks felt 
helpless. This was his worst fear. 

“As | mentioned, the Ministry is quite keen to avoid obvious 
entanglements with the darker forces. Should an inquiry settle upon 
you, | believe they could be persuaded to drop the investigation 
entirely, provided they were given key information.” 

“What are you suggesting?” Tonks couldn’t stop herself from asking 
the question. 

“| am suggesting that Remus would submit to Veritaserum. If the Death 
Eater plot against him is brought to the attention of the authorities and 
Remus were to answer, under Veritaserum, all questions to their 
satisfaction, the matter would be closed,” said Dumbledore. 

“But he would have to do that only if he becomes an official suspect?” 
Tonks asked. 

“We are not retained by the Ministry to supply their investigative 
deficiencies.” The twinkle was back in the older wizard’s eyes. 

“Thank you, sir — Albus. | am in your debt,” Remus said quietly. Tonks 
felt choked by her heart again. 

“| do have one last question,” said Dumbledore. 

“Yes?” Remus replied. 

“| assume you managed to return to the Shrieking Shack sometime the 
following morning — for the regeneration?” 

“Yes.” 

“Ah. That was the same day you came from Hogsmeade to visit me in 
my office at the school, wasn’t it my dear? Hmm. Perhaps | am 
mistaken. Well, no matter. Until the meeting, then?” Dumbledore was 
looking directly at her and Tonks felt sure the casual tone of his 
remarks masked a deeper purpose. 

Remus stood then and Tonks got to her feet as well. It seemed like 
lead weights had settled in her legs and, although she’d only been 


awake for a short while, she felt as if she could crawl back to bed and 
sleep. They moved out into the kitchen and before they had gone more 
than a few steps, they were face to face with Moody. 

“Meeting is in three hours — Potions classroom at the school.” 

“We'll be there,” Remus replied. 

“Lupin, I’d like a word,” Moody said gruffly. “Now.” 

“Okay.” Remus turned to look at her, “I'll see you in a few minutes, 
then, all right?” 

Tonks nodded and made her way upstairs. She couldn’t help but 
wonder what Moody could possibly wish to discuss now. More 
information? More questions? Tonks wanted nothing but a few 
moments to be alone with Remus — to hold him and feel his arms 
around her. And now she had to wait. 

Inside her room she paced, thinking over the conversation, rethinking 
what they’d said. It had all gone remarkably well — almost too well and 
it made her nervous. Any secret or deception, no matter how carefully 
guarded, always had a way of revisiting you. 

More than anything, Tonks was unnerved by Dumbledore’s final 
question to her. It was more of a statement really; a question he both 
asked and answered. That was the same day you came from 
Hogsmeade wasn't it my dear... 

A familiar knock sounded at the door and Remus stepped inside. Just 
the sight of him brought all her emotions to the surface and she 
couldn't hold back, rushing into his arms. In that warm and strong 
place she felt safe. 

“What did Mad-Eye want?” she mumbled, her face buried in his shirt. 
“He only wanted to tell me that if | hurt you — or if | break your heart — 
he'll kill me.” 


KKK 


Chapter 17: The Velvet Hand 


Tonks stood before the mirror, blue-ringed amber eyes watching her 
own small hands fasten the heavier cloak around her neck. Autumn 
had arrived all crisp and cool and she had mixed feelings about it. 
Summer was usually her favourite season and this year it had passed 
in a blur. The last two had, in fact. From the moment Voldemort rose 
again it had been a constant stream of stress, unspoken fears, grief, 
and duty. 

But she made an effort not to focus on those things. Tonks didn’t like 
giving any impression, even to herself, that she was ungrateful. While 
many terrible events had happened in the past few months, she’d also 
been blessed with a gift beyond all she might have hoped to 
experience: she knew what it meant to love someone. 

It seemed to show in her face even now as she regarded her 
reflection. It was a kind of wildness mixed with spirituality that hadn’t 
been there before Remus came to be in her life. His essence mingled 
with her thoughts and settled within her heart in a way that brought 
both exhilaration and reassurance, even in his absence. In the span of 
a few months, Remus had become an inextricable part of her. 

Yet all was not paradise. 

Three weeks ago, when it had been time for the children to return to 
school, the Advance Guard was sent to escort Harry directly to 
Hogwarts. Tonks had thought for certain Remus would be looking 
forward to seeing Harry, but instead he’d opted out of that duty with no 
explanation. It had been the first sign of his inclination to withdraw 
emotionally. 

In the time since the meeting with Dumbledore and Moody, Remus 
had distanced himself from her in subtle ways as well. At first she 
thought he was simply overreacting to Moody’s fatherly overprotection 
but it was more than that. 

Although they were still very much together, Remus was quieter and 
less expressive. When he made love to her it was with an aching 
intensity. She believed that he loved her, but doubted he believed that 
his love was enough. As the full moon had approached this last time, 
he’d stayed in his own room longer — for days both before and after. 
He wouldn't say it outright, but Tonks sensed Remus was struggling to 
come to some sort of decision about her, about them. 

On the nights when he did stay with her he was agitated and restless, 
often talking in his sleep. Most of the words were impossible to piece 
together and he usually just said her name or the word ‘no’ over and 
over again. Sometimes he woke suddenly, scaring them both. Each 
time she whispered her concern for him in the darkness, and each time 


he said it was nothing. 

Although Remus wouldn’t speak of it, the investigation into the Muggle 
deaths was weighing heavily on him. Dumbledore had been informed 
that an inquest was imminent and within a few weeks Remus would 
have to submit to questioning, and eventually, Veritaserum. 

Tonks knew this was the source of his festering anxiety — the fear that 
he would ultimately betray her. But he begged her not to confess, 
insisting that her participation in events linked to the murder might 
never come to light. So without a Timeturner or a dangerous memory 
spell, there was no way to expunge her involvement or his knowledge 
of it. They were stuck with a gamble — and it broke her heart to cause 
him pain. It wasn’t fair. 

At least Remus seemed to find some distraction in work. After the 
Order had been briefed on the theory that Regulus was spying for the 
Death Eaters by hiding in the summerhouse painting, a plan was 
adopted to use the scheme against them two-fold. 

The painting would be left in place and erroneous information — 
carefully designed words and actions — would be staged within range 
of Regulus’s ears and eyes. The plan couldn’t be overdone, otherwise 
their enemies would surely reach the conclusion that the information 
was intentionally false. But they hoped it would be just enough to 
occasionally disrupt the DE schemes and cause them to waste their 
time chasing specters. 

Additionally, Snape had made the brilliant suggestion that Phineas 
Nigellus be allowed to move from his portrait upstairs to the 
summerhouse painting, thereby spying on the Malfoys in return. While 
Nigellus would have to take care not to be caught in the summerhouse 
by his great great grandson, the plan could work well and yield very 
useful information. 

Remus had volunteered to assist with the Nigellus plan and the scenes 
they would stage for Regulus, along with Shacklebolt and Snape. It 
was another sign of his departure from routine that Remus would 
willingly choose to work so closely with Severus on anything. 

Neither man enjoyed the company of the other and tensions were 
already high. It was stressful for everyone to constantly control their 
actions and conversations around the painting, but for two men whose 
enmity was barely restrained in easier times, it was almost impossible. 
Shacklebolt had his hands full being mediator. Snape’s thinly veiled 
viciousness was the last thing Remus needed really, but it had been 
his own choice. 

Tonks left her room and drifted down the stairs, purposely averting her 
eyes from the painting of the summerhouse. Dumbledore, who was at 
the school full time now that it was back in session, had made an 
enigmatic request to see her. She had to Disapparate soon, in order to 


be on time, but she wanted to speak to Remus before she left. Moving 
through the kitchen to Dumbledore’s small office, she knocked on the 
door and waited. 

“Enter, if you must.” Tonks wondered how Snape’s voice could sound 
so vitriolic even through two inches of hardwood. Why is he here 
anyway? Doesn't he have classes to teach? Tonks sighed and opened 
the door just enough to peek inside. “What is it?” said Snape. 

“| would like to speak to Remus for a tic, if that’s okay?” she said. 

“Of course it’s o-kay,” Snape exaggerated the last word. Apparently he 
was incapable of speaking without a sneer. 

Remus shoved his chair back from the plan-cluttered desk and 
stepped out into the kitchen without closing the door. He didn’t say 
anything but looked at her questioningly. Glancing back in the room, 
Tonks met Snape’s cold stare and spontaneously grabbed Remus’s 
arm and tugged him through the kitchen and into the hallway. 
Speaking privately in front of Snape or Regulus — it wasn’t much of a 
choice — but at least Regulus would keep silent. 

Once in the hallway, Remus spoke first. “You’re off to the school 
then?” 

“Yes. Everything going well?” she said, nodding toward the kitchen. 
“Oh, it's a load of laughs,” Remus said bitterly before changing his 
tone, “but yes, things are moving ahead.” He glanced slightly toward 
the summerhouse painting before returning his attention to her. “You 
all right?” he asked softly. 

His thoughts were always for her. He was such a lovely man in every 
way; he didn’t deserve the isolation life had dealt him — the isolation 
that, on some level, he continued to impose upon himself. There was a 
persistent loneliness in his heart that even she was unable to fully 
dispel and it worried her. 

Tonks didn’t look at him but fingered a button on his shirt, not really 
knowing what to say. She wanted to hold him but felt like a silly 
schoolgirl to ask for it. 

“Hey,” he said, his voice a whisper as he lifted her chin and smiled into 
her eyes. Tonks didn’t hesitate then to slide her hands behind his 
neck. Bending to kiss her, he tightened his arms around her waist and 
pulled her against him. The soft warmth of his lips was like the sun on 
her face and she kissed him back, hoping he could feel how much she 
loved him. 

“Perhaps you would be good enough to focus on your responsibilities, 
Lupin, if that isn’t too much to ask?” said Snape from the kitchen 
doorway, each word articulated with acidic precision. 

Remus tensed at the intrusion but deliberately took his time breaking 
the kiss. Slowly pulling away from her, he turned his head toward the 
kitchen and said, “In a minute, Severus.” In her peripheral vision, 


Tonks could see Snape turn and disappear from the doorway, headed 
back to the office. 

Remus sighed and pressed his forehead against hers. “I have to go. 
I’m in trouble,” he said in mock concern. “I'll see you when you get 
back, okay?” 

“Okay.” She smiled at him and reluctantly let him go, watching as he 
walked back through the kitchen and out of sight. 

Tonks Apparated at the edge of the village and enjoyed the walk up 
the road to the school. Classes were obviously in session, as there 
were no children out on the grounds. She made her way up the sloping 
green lawn and turned down the long flagstone corridor leading to the 
headmaster’s office. Coming face to face with the enormous carved 
phoenix, she stepped lightly onto the first riser and braced herself for 
the twisting ride to the top. 

As she neared her destination, Tonks felt apprehensive — not knowing 
the reason Dumbledore wanted to see her. The day Remus had 
confessed, she was certain Dumbledore suspected her involvement on 
some level. That was the same day you came from Hogsmeade wasn’t 
it my dear... He had asked her to follow Remus at all times. If she had 
done her job, she would have been there the night he killed her aunt 
and Dumbledore knew it. 

The door to the office was ajar but she knocked tentatively rather than 
barge in. 

“Come. Ah, good morning Tonks. Right on time, | see.” 

“You asked to see me, sir?” she said, drawing near to Dumbledore’s 
desk. Part of her felt like a student again, tragically misplaced in such 
an important man’s office. 

“Yes, my dear. | thought some tea and conversation were in order. It’s 
been some time since we’ve had an opportunity to chat. If you will 
allow me a moment?” He indicated that she should take a seat and so 
she settled herself in one of the ornately carved guest chairs. 

“Yes, sir.” Tonks managed a small smile. That’s it? He wants to have 
tea? While Dumbledore hummed quietly to himself and collected the 
various pieces of parchment on his desk into a leather valise, she let 
her eyes to roam over his office. It was like a museum. Fawkes 
clucked softly from his golden perch as he turned a soulful eye upon 
her. 

“Now then,” Dumbledore said brightly, apparently finished with his 
task. “Milk and sugar?” A steaming teapot materialised upon his 
massive desk, along with two china cups and saucers, milk and sugar, 
and lemon wedges. 

“Just lemon, sir.” 

“Ah, yes. | am quite fond of lemon myself,” he nodded at the wedges, 


“although | am a fool for Devonshire cream too. In fact...” A spark 
winked in his eye and a moment later, a perfect pair of scones 
appeared on a silver plate, along with sparkling crystal bowls of lemon 
marmalade and clotted cream. He offered one of the scones to Tonks. 
“Thank you, sir.” 

“Please, my dear, there is no need to be so formal. This is, after all, a 
friendly visit.” 

“Yes, sir.” Tonks quickly shot him an apologetic look. It would be 
difficult for her to break the habit. 

“| have been worried about you, Tonks.” 

“Me, sir?” 

“| have been concerned as to how you are holding up, in light of what’s 
happened. Within the space of a few months you have undergone a 
great deal of change, both losing and gaining loved ones.” 

She nodded but stared into the teacup in her lap. 

“| have no desire to pry, my dear, yet | fear your profession, as well as 
the strained relationship you have with your family, has left you with 
few in whom you might confide. Excluding Remus, of course.” 

Tonks glanced at Dumbledore’s wise face and nodded again. “It’s 
true.” 

“However, | suspect that you feel Remus endures enough on his own 
and there are issues you would choose not to burden him with.” 
“Remus is a wonderful man,” Tonks said quietly. 

“He is indeed — and | am pleased that you recognise it, since he so 
obviously cares for you. He has been known to place himself at great 
personal risk for those he loves.” 

Tonks braved another glance at the headmaster. His innuendo was 
maddening, as usual. It was Dumbledore’s way to nudge people — 
with a velvet hand — toward truth and justice. Tonks wished he 
understood that she would rather tell the truth and release Remus from 
the weight of their secret. But she could not; she’d promised. 

Before she could construct a suitably vague response, Dumbledore 
took a casual bite from his scone, sipped his tea, and changed the 
subject. 

“| hope you will forgive my persistence, Tonks, but | feel there is an 
issue of importance that we must discuss. One that other distractions 
forced us to abandon.” 

He was going to ask about her eyes again. Dumbledore had said he 
didn’t believe the change she’d experienced had ever happened to 
anyone before. That conversation had been interrupted and, although 
his cryptic statement had intrigued her, Tonks never received an 
explanation. 

“It’s all right. It’s about my eyes, isn’t it?” Dumbledore’s brow furrowed 
as he held his cup and saucer. He examined the china absently before 


tipping his spectacled gaze to Tonks. 

“The history of magic is, like Muggle history, a mixture of oral and 
written tradition. It is at times impossible to tell where legend ends and 
fact begins. However, what is perhaps most intriguing are those 
elements missing from tradition entirely.” 

“| suppose.” Tonks really had no idea where he was leading them. 

“Not much is known about Metamorphmagi. You would know better 
than anyone how rare they are, having lived with such a unique ability 
your entire life.” 

“I’ve only ever met one other,” Tonks volunteered. 

“lam not surprised. My own research has informed me that very little is 
understood in terms of how magic and genetics are combined to 
produce such a singular and lovely individual as yourself.” Dumbledore 
smiled warmly at her. 

“Thank you, sir.” She smiled back. He certainly didn’t have to say that. 
“It stands to reason, then, that even less is known about how your 
unique metaphysiology might be influenced by other ancient and 
transitive forms of magic.” He was looking at her seriously now, his 
head angled so that he could see her clearly through his glasses. 

“| don’t understand, sir. Transitive magic? What do you mean?” 

“| mean, my dear, that your relationship with Remus is unprecedented. 
The mating of a metamorph and a werewolf has never before been 
recorded in the history of magic.” 

Upon absorbing his words, Tonks felt her head begin to spin. This was 
a subject she had not even discussed with Remus. Nervous 
embarrassment instantly coursed through her and her hands were 
already trembling. The cup she held began to chatter slightly against 
the saucer and both slipped from her grasp and crashed to the floor as 
she attempted to set them on the desk. 

“I’m so sorry, sir, for my clumsiness.” She felt her face burn even more. 
“It is nothing,” he said kindly. With a subtle wave of his hand the 
shards, spilled liquid, and broken pastry vanished from the floor. “And 
it is | who must apologise for | have made you uncomfortable. It was 
not my intention to embarrass you.” 

Tonks felt torn. She had many questions about life with a werewolf — 
questions she’d wanted to ask Remus but had felt were too forward, 
too presumptuous. It would be so good to talk to someone about it all, 
how she was feeling, the changes she’d noticed in herself and Remus. 
But how could she speak openly of love — and sex — with 
Dumbledore of all people? He was like an employer. Like a 
grandfather. Like the pope. 

“It’s all right, sir, really. It’s just — well, | wasn’t expecting it, that’s all,” 
she said finally. 

“If | did not believe the information was vital to you, | should never 


impose on such private matters.” 

“| Know — and | appreciate it. I’ve actually wished | had someone to 
talk to. It’s just rather — personal.” 

“Well | have an agenda of my own, you see, having made a significant 
emotional investment in you both,” his eyes twinkled. “Especially in 
Remus. | have known him for more than twenty-five years — since he 
was that scarred and fearful lad who first came to this very school. | 
have watched him transcend his difficulties, setbacks, and losses to 
become a fine man. One well worthy of the love he has found.” 

Tonks felt her anxiety give way to gratitude and her eyes filled with 
tears at Dumbledore’s expression of pride in Remus. “Thank you for 
saying that.” 

Dumbledore nodded and gave her a few seconds to compose herself. 
“To some degree we are fortunate that werewolves are not as rare as 
Metamorphmagi, in that we can know something more of the magical 
nature of their affliction, their capabilities, and habits. | assume you are 
aware that a werewolf mates for life?” 

“Yes. | took a unit on them during Auror training.” Tonks noticed that 
Dumbledore registered some surprise at this comment. “Remus and | 
have not spoken of it, really. He told me about the Blood Bond early 
on,” she said, examining the fidgeting hands she held in her lap, “but 
we've never spoken of it in terms of our relationship or the future, if 
that’s what you mean.” 

“What did he tell you of the Blood Bond?” 

“Only that it exists. | don’t know that he would ever have mentioned it, 
if he hadn't had to. The instinct to bite was terrible for him at first.” 
Tonks blushed and glanced at Dumbledore. The expression on his 
face told her he understood and she was saved from having to explain 
further. 

“| see. He has mastered it then?” 

“| suppose. He doesn’t talk about it.” 

“Would this have coincided with your inability to change the colour of 
your eyes?” 

It was an interesting question and Tonks had to think about it for a 
minute. Her eyes changed to amber after that first intentional kiss, 
when he’d cornered her in the hallway. She’d been able to change 
them somewhat after that, but once they had slept together she 
couldn't change them at all. From that moment, her eyes remained as 
they were now — mainly gold with a small ring of blue. Likewise, 
Remus had been very animalistic in his pursuit of her at first. She’d felt 
dizzy and hunted when he was near. He’d only been overwhelmed 
with the need to bite her the first time they made love. Since then, he’d 
been able to control it. 

“| believe it did,” she answered finally. “What do you think it means?” 


“Lycanthropy is a curse of a magical nature. It causes a restructuring 
of the victim’s DNA and body chemistry; they are human and yet they 
are not. It is not entirely unlike a Metamorphmagus, whose DNA and 
body chemistry also is the result of magic combined with human 
genetics. Not only do you and Remus both possess the ability to 
command magic but you are, in a sense, made from it.” 

“You're saying that we are — that these forms of magic are somehow 
affecting each other?” 

“It is indeed what the evidence suggests. As you now have the amber 
eyes werewolves acquire during courtship, Remus has just enough 
control over his physiology that he is able to deny his most intense 
instinct,” Dumbledore’s words were smooth and measured yet charged 
with feeling. He leveled his eyes over his spectacles once more. 
“Lycans are not known for an ability to endure prolonged mating 
rituals. Without the presence of this magic between you, | see no other 
explanation for how he has managed to resist claiming the mate he 
has chosen.” 

Tonks closed her eyes and struggled to control the shiver that ran 
through her at those words. The mate he has chosen. Could it be true? 
Had Remus really chosen her? She forced her eyes open and found 
Dumbledore’s gaze upon her. 

“As | mentioned, there is unfortunately no precedent to which we might 
look for answers; no way to predict how the force of this unusual magic 
might alter one or both of you, should the Blood Bond ever be 
completed.” 

“He has never indicated that he’s made any kind of choice where | am 
concerned,” her voice sounded small in the large room. 

“You doubt his affection then? His intentions?” 

“No, but—” 

“What would his honour permit him to say, my dear? He knows only 
too well what such a choice would bring upon you. It is proof of his love 
for you that he strives to avoid it on your behalf.” 

“But is there no hope? | mean, if your theory about us is true — 
couldn’t the magic | possess affect him just as much as his curse might 
affect me?” 

“It is impossible to say. In any case, | do not imagine Remus would 
ever be willing to take that risk.” Dumbledore paused for a few 
seconds, lost in thought. “Do you recall the night we spoke of his past 
— of his very nature?” 

“Yes.” 

“| said that each day he chooses his path?” 

“Yes.” 

“While this strength of will has served him well in the past, it may also 
blind him.” 


“Blind him to what?” 

“Remus may be unable to see beyond what he expects of himself — 
even if he were to discover those expectations are, at least to some 
extent, unnecessary.” 

“You're saying he'll never allow himself to — to finish it?” 

“If | were a betting man, | would say no — he will not.” 

“But that would mean—” 

“It would mean a life only half-lived. For you both.” 

As Tonks came to terms with the gravity of his statement, her thoughts 
were interrupted by a popping noise. A scroll of parchment landed atop 
Dumbledore’s forgotten scone. He picked it up and unrolled it, quickly 
scanning its contents. 

“Alas, | must bring our chat to a close. Duty calls, I’m sad to say.” 

“| understand, sir. | appreciate your time and your concern for me. For 
us,” she said with all the sincerity she possessed. 

Dumbledore smiled kindly at her again, a mysterious look in his eyes. 
“| will always have time for you, my dear, if not answers. Some 
answers, I’m afraid, can only be found when one is willing to risk the 
question.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Tonks had said goodbye and numbly made her way back toward the 
village. 

Her heart felt squeezed by the pressure of all Dumbledore had said. 
The thought that Remus might want her with him forever, but would 
never ask for that sacrifice, was achingly bittersweet. 

Dumbledore’s theory that a peculiar magic existed between her and 
Remus had to be true. It explained everything. The force of it — that 
sparkling energy — had been there between them from the moment 
she'd chosen to kiss him in the hallway that night. It was there every 
time they made love; it surrounded them and bound them. It was 
almost like a voice in her mind that encouraged her to be free... 

Then there were the things Dumbledore hadn't said. He hadn’t told her 
what to do, but he had given her the benefit of the information. It was 
as if he wanted to give them a chance that Remus would never take. 
Some answers, I’m afraid, can only be found when one is willing to risk 
the question. 

Tonks would have to decide how badly she wanted the answer. 
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Chapter 18: Time Capsule 


Remus had awakened to the emotions of hope and dread, opposing 
forces that spun his heart in different directions. It was difficult to know 
how to feel. 

His first task of the day had been to find Shacklebolt and let him know 
he should go out to the school and meet Snape without him. The plans 
concerning Regulus and the summerhouse painting were more or less 
completed and it wouldn't require all three of them to coordinate the 
next step. Besides, the effort surrounding that assignment had become 
almost an obsession for Snape. From the beginning he had controlled 
every aspect of it with a brittle intensity and, especially at this point, 
Remus felt superfluous. 

Although Dumbledore had never chosen to divulge specific details, he 
had implied that Snape was operating in a grey area between the 
Order and the Death Eaters. Everyone knew Snape continued to be on 
friendly terms with Lucius Malfoy, privy to far more information about 
that family than even Tonks. 

Exactly how Severus managed to maintain his balancing act was 
unclear. Since the presence of Regulus at number twelve held the 
greatest threat for Snape’s security, it made sense that he would have 
a vested interest in making certain their actions were planned and 
executed precisely. 

But every man had his problems and Remus wasn't going to concern 
himself with any of that business today. He had only one priority and 
that was to spend as much time alone with Tonks as he possibly could. 
When he’d told Tonks he wanted to go back to Stirling, and that he 
wanted her to accompany him, she’d hesitated but only for a moment. 
He knew he hadn’t given her much to go on — only that it was 
important to him — and she had agreed to return for his sake with no 
questions asked. She was an amazing woman. 

They stood in silence before the cottage now, a mischievous breeze in 
the air. The first of autumn’s falling leaves floated across the brilliant 
blue sky, carried on invisible currents to their ultimate destinies. A few 
that had already reached the ground tumbled and skittered along the 
dry lane and swirled around their feet. 

Remus had things to explain, things he wanted to share about himself 
and his past. Although he had not reached any conclusions as to their 
future together, he also could not ignore the reality that the decision 
might be made for them. 

His appearance before the Ministry Inquisitors was set for that 
afternoon and if for some reason it all went wrong, he and Tonks could 
find themselves separated by a cold, black sea and the thick walls of 


Azkaban. Should the worst happen, there were a few things he wanted 
her to know. 

This part of his life had been made known to just a few people — and 
none of them were still living, save for Dumbledore. It hadn’t been 
because Remus was embarrassed of his home or his past; it was just 
that he had grown accustomed to insulating outsiders from too many 
details about himself. It had been to shield his family as well. After he 
received the bite, everything had changed. His curse had cast a long 
shadow, bringing its negative attention to them and he’d never wanted 
to add to it. 

“Remus, why are we here? Why did you want to come back?” she 
asked him finally, searching his face. 

“| realise this place holds traumatic memories for you. It does for me as 
well, some recent and some from long ago. But outside of Hogwarts, it 
also represents some of the very best times of my life — at least until 
now.” He reached for her hand and held it tightly. She smiled up at him 
and it gave him courage. 

“What is this place? | have wondered since that night.” 

“It is my childhood home.” He moved ahead through the gate, pulling 
her along with him up to the front door. Remus let go of her hand and 
retrieved his wand, released the lock on the door, then stepped back 
and allowed Tonks to enter. 

Once inside, her initial nervousness seemed to fade. Like she had 
stepped into a church, Tonks surveyed the sitting room for a moment 
in reverent silence. “This is where you lived as a boy? Where you grew 
up?” she whispered to him, her eyes wide and the trace of a smile on 
her face. 

Remus doubted he could ever explain how that simple look from her 
made him feel inside. “You don’t have to whisper, love,” he smiled, 
“there’s no one here but us.” 

“Right.” She laughed at herself and ventured a little further into the 
room. 

lt was a curious experience to watch her reaction. Her gaze traveled 
over everything slowly and sensitively, as if she were trying to coax the 
sounds and images of his boyhood from the walls and the sheet- 
draped furniture. She seemed to examine every book on the shelves, 
every piece of china through the glass doors of the cabinets, every rug 
upon the old hardwood floor. 

Remus didn’t feel the need to interrupt her progress and the silence 
was broken only by the creak of a floorboard or if she asked a 
question. They drifted from the sitting room to the kitchen to the 
upstairs bedrooms and back, coming at last to the lounge. 

Tonks stopped before the collection of framed pictures arranged amid 
the layer of dust upon his mother’s old sideboard. She reached out and 


picked up the nearest one, blowing the dust away from the surface. 
Behind the glass, a silver prefect badge was pressed into maroon 
velvet alongside a photograph of his shy, fifteen-year-old self. 

“In some ways, you haven't changed,” she smiled. 

Her eyes continued to scan the photographs until they stopped on one 
in particular. It was actually a pair of them mounted side by side in an 
old silver frame, the initials RJL below each photograph of a baby. 
Tonks gently traced both sets of engraved letters with the tip of her 
finger before she turned a disbelieving face to him. 

“I’m the one on the right,” he found himself saying, “or so my parents 
always told me.” 

“Remus, you had a twin?” Her whisper had returned. 

“Yes, | have a twin. A brother. Romulus. Fraternal, not identical.” 

“I can’t believe it. You have never breathed a word about him.” 

“We’re not close.” 

“But why? What happened?” 

Remus felt a knot of anxiety forming as his stern habit of introversion 
struggled against his desire to share his life with her. He trusted Tonks 
completely and wanted her to know, yet after all these years it was still 
a difficult and painful subject. 

“Remember the night we talked about the wake and | said | could 
understand only too well the hostility between Sirius and Regulus?” 
“Yes. You said it was a long story.” 

“It is indeed. It goes all the way back to the day we were born.” 

“Please tell me.” 

“Romulus arrived a full seven minutes before | did — a fact he 
delighted in. He liked to call me /ittle brotherjust to needle me. 
Apparently he enjoyed those seven minutes of life without me and 
always resented my coming along to spoil it.” 

“You two never got on?” 

“No, not really. When we did, it was only if Romulus felt like it.” 
“Sounds like he might have been one of my relatives,” Tonks said in a 
mocking tone. 

“| was certainly not a perfect lad, but there was something off about 
Romulus from the start. Very competitive and a bit twisted inside. He 
enjoyed causing pain. If he’d gone to Hogwarts, | have no doubt he’d 
have been in Slytherin.” 

“He’s a wizard too, then?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where is he now?” 

“| don’t know. Our lives became very separate by design.” 

“Design? What do you mean?” 

“Although we were pretty much off at scratch, rowing and arguing, it 
was that much worse after I’d been bitten. My parents had a terrible 


time of it. Not only did they have to live with what I’d become, but also 
with what Romulus had done.” 

“What happened?” 

“Dad used to take us out to hunt foxes. We’d make a day of setting our 
traps a few miles up the glen, then fish or swim on the way back. We’d 
usually go back the next day for our catch.” 

“That sounds nice,” she offered. 

“On one occasion, our parents had gone for an evening in town to visit 
friends. Romulus thought it would be a grand adventure to check the 
traps by moonlight. He convinced me Dad would be angry that we’d 
not gone earlier; said we could be there and back before they got 
home.” 

“So you two boys went out alone?” 

“Needless to say we were scared out of our wits by the time we 
reached the glen but both were too stubborn to admit it or turn back. 
We'd caught one fox and naturally proceeded to argue over who got to 
carry it and who had to carry the traps back home. We were so busy 
shouting at each other that we never heard it coming.” 

“Heard what coming? Oh no—” Tonks gripped his forearm. 

“The werewolf had come out from the wood right behind us. Romulus 
saw it first and froze, then | turned to see what he was staring at. 
When my back was to him, Romulus shoved me toward the werewolf 
and ran. | might still have escaped but I’d stumbled onto one of the 
traps and sprung it around my ankle. The smell of my blood made the 
werewolf forget my brother entirely. He kept running and didn’t look 
back.” 

“| can’t believe it. He didn’t do anything to help you? He just left you 
there?” There was a shine of tears in her eyes now. 

“Dad came for me, but by the time he found me it was nearly 
daybreak. | was in shock from blood loss and fever. | don’t remember 
what happened after it bit me and never understood why | was spared 
— why it chose to convert rather than kill.” 

“Oh Remus what a terrible story.” She moved to him then, slipping her 
arms beneath his overcoat and around his waist. He held her close 
and breathed her hair. “How old were you?” she asked, her voice 
muffled against his chest. 

“Seven.” 

He could feel her arms tighten around him at that word. “What 
happened after that?” she said finally. 

“As | said, we got on even worse then. Romulus had told Mum and 
Dad that I'd gone out on my own that night. Although | never told them 
exactly what he did, they didn’t believe him. He hated me all the more 
because | never said a word.” 

“Why didn’t you tell your parents what he had done to you?” 


“| don’t know. At first it was because | didn’t want to think about that 
night, to have to relive what had happened. But as time went on, | 
realised how my silence was like poison to Romulus and his guilt. | 
suppose | got some kind of pleasure from knowing he was suffering in 
his own way too. It was all very hard for my mum and dad to deal with. 
Besides, the issues with Romulus were rather overshadowed by what | 
had become. In a way, my parents lost both their sons that night.” 

“But you lived. They must have been grateful.” 

“Yes. And no. You can’t imagine what it was like, Tonks. | didn’t adjust 
well to what fate had dealt me. It took me years to overcome the 
inclination to feel sorry for myself. | soent many of those early days 
either morbidly depressed, or cheeky and hot tempered.” 

“That seems only natural.” 

“Romulus and | were at each other's throats constantly. Despite his 
abrasive nature, over time they grew very concerned for his safety. My 
parents tried everything, tried to find a way to help me but there was 
nothing they could do. When the full moon came Dad had to chain me 
in the shed and it broke his heart. My parents loved me but lived in fear 
of me. That shouldn’t happen to anyone.” 

“I’m so sorry.” 

“As the lycanthropy progressed, my transformations became more 
horrific and my strength increased. It reached the point where Dad 
could barely restrain me if he had to. Our family had no friends left — 
I'd made them all outcasts. So Mum took Romulus and left. Moved 
somewhere on the continent, changed their names. Dad stayed here 
with me.” 

“Until you went to Hogwarts?” 

“Yes, until Dumbledore took a chance on me when no one else would. 
Once | was in school, Dad joined Mum andRomulus, although he 
came back to Stirling and stayed with me every summer until | was of 
age.” 

Tonks lifted her face to him. “What about your mum? When did you 
see her? Didn’t she miss you?” 

“She came and stayed for a while in the summers. It was always 
wonderful to see her — especially without Romulus. But he was a 
handful and she couldn't be away for long.” 

“And now? Do you speak to your parents?” 

“Mum died two years ago. Since then Dad has been traveling. He 
misses her terribly, | think.” 

“But you’ve not seen your brother?” 

“No. | get an owl from him on rare occasions, but that’s it.” 

“I’m just — it’s just so much to take in, Remus. The life you’ve had — 
all that must have gone on in this house. A lot of memories.” 

“It’s true. | stayed here off and on when | taught at Hogwarts but left 


after that. | came back again when Dumbledore recalled the Order last 
year and Sirius came to stay here as well. Those were good times. 
Come. | want to show you something.” 

Remus grabbed her hand again and led her into the kitchen, stopping 
in front of the worn wooden dining table. “Look there,” he said, pointing 
at the corner of the table’s surface. 

She bent over and looked closely at the scratches. “MP? What does 
that mean?” 

“It stands for Moony and Padfoot — the nicknames Sirius and | called 
each other in school. We were feeling a bit nostalgic one night and, 
generously greased with gin, decided to memorialise the occasion. It 
was silly and juvenile but looking back on it, I’m so glad we carved 
them. I'll never forget the time | had here with my friend.” 

Tonks squeezed his hand then. Both allowed a few silent moments to 
pass. 

“James and Sirius were more like brothers to me than Romulus ever 
was,” Remus finally went on. “But even as close as we were, at the 
most critical moment they had doubts. Sirius changed the Secret- 
Keeper because he suspected me.” 

“Suspected you? Of what? Why?” 

“| never found out. Although Sirius and | had set things to rights long 
before he died, when | asked why they had mistrusted me he wouldn’t 
answer. He only said that he’d been wrong — that it had been his 
foolish mistake. | have always regretted that James went to his death 
not believing in me. | never had the chance to prove to him—” 

“| never knew that. How awful for all three of you — that you and Sirius 
and James would each suffer so much over a misunderstanding. Or 
someone's lie.” She looked up at him again and he could tell her 
Auror’s mind was at work. 

“It’s at the heart of why | felt | had to avenge Sirius. I’d already missed 
my chance with James and then to lose Sirius too? | could not sit idly 
by. Not again. Bellatrix was—” Remus hesitated. They had spoken of 
her aunt’s death so many times and yet he still could not mention it to 
Tonks casually. 

As if she'd read his mind, she squeezed his hand again in 
encouragement. “Go on.” 

“Well, you know what your aunt was like. Her day of reckoning was 
long overdue and it was within my power to bring it upon her. Although 
Voldemort is truly the author of all the evil and misfortune that James 
and Sirius suffered, | could have no direct hand in his death. That is 
Harry’s destiny. But | owed James and Sirius my life countless times 
over and | had to do something — for the sake of my honour and that 
of my friends.” 

“| have a question, Remus, if you don’t mind my asking?” 


“Of course not.” 

“If this place is your home and it is filled with so many meaningful 
memories for you, why did you choose to kill Bellatrix here?” 

“| would have preferred otherwise. But | couldn’t allow myself to 
transform just anywhere and | knew it would be safest here. The spells 
Dad cast years ago to keep my howls from chilling the countryside are 
still in effect. The house isn’t in my name and Bella couldn't possibly 
have traced the meeting place to me or my intentions.” 

“The memory of it though, the horror of what happened here?” 

“But | have no memory it. | didn’t expect | would ever know — | didn’t 
expect there would be a witness.” 

She stepped away from him then, moving to stand at the window 
overlooking the very garden where it had happened. “Then | came 
along and complicated everything. And banished her remains on your 
property.” 

Remus had followed and now stood behind her, resting his hands 
lightly on her shoulders. “Hey,” he said softly but she didn’t answer. 
“Hey,” he repeated and turned her shoulders until she was facing him. 
Her blue-gold eyes looked up at him in silent question. He bent and 
brushed a kiss on her lips before pressing his forehead against hers. 
“Don’t start doubting yourself. Not now, not ever. Please?” 

She nodded and then turned in his arms to face the window again. 

“| am far more concerned about the memories you have of this place, 
in light of what’s happened,” he continued. “This is my home and | 
would have wanted you, more than anyone, to be comfortable here.” 
“But I’m not uncomfortable, really. It seems like | should but—” she 
sighed, “everything | experienced that night was due to choices | made 
myself. It was what it was. Truthfully, that night seems like a lifetime 
ago,” her voice grew quiet for a moment. “It is incredibly beautiful here, 
Remus.” 

“That it is.” She leaned back against him. 

“You're afraid, aren’t you, of the Inquest and what might happen 
today.” She wasn’t really asking a question. “I can feel it in you. You 
brought me here — today — to tell me about your past. It’s as if you 
are afraid you won't have another chance. As if you are saying 
goodbye.” 

She was exactly right but he didn’t have the heart to tell her. 

“Nothing’s going to go wrong, Remus,” she went on. “It can’t. It just 
wouldn't be fair.” 

He knew she was referring to what Dumbledore had told him; that in 
the past the Ministry had encountered unpredictable results while 
questioning werewolves under Veritaserum. That while the drug would 
extract the same kind of truth it would from a human, it had also been 
known to elicit other truths from his kind — like bloodlust or even full 


transformation. Dumbledore had warned him that he would be 
shackled during the interview as a precaution. 

Apparently such cases were rare under normal circumstances, but 
tonight’s full moon was another variable in the equation, making his 
reaction to the truth potion that much more difficult to foresee. 
Dumbledore had pressured the Ministry — or the fumbling 
bureaucracy as he'd called it — to reschedule the hearing for the 
safety of all concerned, but they had refused. 

“I’m afraid fairness isn’t a Ministry concern.” 

“You didn’t kill those Muggles, Remus. You didn’t have anything to do 
with it. The truth will come out and they'll believe you. Dumbledore will 
make sure of it.” 

“| hope you're right, love. And | hope it’s the only truth that comes out.” 
She turned and faced him once more. “Don’t start doubting yourself. 
Not now, not ever. Please?’ She cleverly used his own words against 
him and dared to smile. 

He pressed her against the cool glass of the window then and kissed 
her deeply, committing to memory the softness of her lips, the curves 
of her body, the smell of her skin, the texture of her hair. He had to 
believe it would only be a few hours until he could hold her again. He 
didn’t want to say goodbye. 

“It’s time to go,” he whispered, forcing himself to release her. “I told 
Dumbledore | would meet him at number twelve before we leave for 
the hearing.” 

“Okay,” she said, refusing to let go of his hand. 

They closed up the quiet house, walked the cobblestone path to the 
lane, and Remus took one last deep breath of the country air before 
they Disapparated. 

Dumbledore was ready and waiting when they returned. The three of 
them stood in the entry by the front door, a moment of awkward 
silence hanging in the air. 

“Tonks my dear, | believe Alastor has need of your assistance. You 
might wish to check in with him, once we have gone.” 

Remus was relieved to hear those words. He hoped Moody would give 
her something to do, something to help keep her mind occupied. 

“Yes, sir,” Tonks said, a slight tremble in her voice. Remus didn’t know 
how long he could look at her before his own emotions would betray 
him. 

“Come, Remus. It is time.” 

Tonks reached up to give him a final hug and Remus gave no thought 
to pulling her close, even in front of Dumbledore. “I love you,” he heard 
himself whisper against her ear. It was the first time he’d ever said it. 

“| have every intention of returning him in time for supper, my dear,” 
Dumbledore said calmly. 


“Please do,” she said. 


KKK 


Chapter 19: Jeopardy 


Remus and Dumbledore Apparated near the Security Desk in the busy 
Atrium of the Ministry of Magic. Remus hated coming here. The 
Ministry represented so many negative things to him now and it was 
the sort of place he could go the rest of his life and never visit again. 
He only hoped such thoughts weren't prophetic. For as much as he 
disliked this government institution, he preferred it to Azkaban. 

The last time he had been here was the day Sirius was killed. He 
glanced down the long hallway now, the glossy surface of the dark 
wood floor reflecting the golden symbols that moved along the calm 
blue ceiling. Remus could not fail to notice that the Fountain of Magical 
Brethren had been restored since he had last laid eyes on it. What a 
horrible night that was... 

A gentle throat clearing brought Remus from his introspection and he 
turned back to face Dumbledore. While appearing every bit the regal 
statesman in robes of rich brown and amber, the older wizard looked 
tired but determined — a countenance he seemed to wear more and 
more these days. It didn’t seem fair that, in the midst of so many other 
pressing matters, Dumbledore was forced into the role of defender 
again — a service he had kindly chosen to perform countless times for 
Remus alone. 

Nevertheless, Remus was certainly grateful for the support. The 
headmaster had a subtle and very clever way of manipulating 
manipulators. It was a talent that not many possessed and Remus had 
a nagging suspicion that, in light of what’s happened, Dumbledore’s 
skill would be tested again today. 

“Remus,” Dumbledore began in a low tone, “please bear in mind that 
this is an appearance before a court of inquiry only. You have not been 
formally charged with any crime. Such interviews, particularly those 
which include Veritaserum, have specific rules and those rules will 
work in our favour.” 

“Yes, sir.” Remus knew the reinforcement was intended to help ease 
his anxiety. 

“As | said, you have not been formally charged and you are presumed 
innocent. The stated purpose of this interview is to proactively remove 
your name from their list of suspects. The Veritaserum is to be used, 
ostensibly, to settle the matter once and for all.” 

“Right.” 

“Therefore, the scope of questions the inquisitors are allowed to ask is 
limited,” Dumbledore continued. “The queries must be directly 
connected to the Muggle murder investigation only, and must be asked 
in such a way that you may respond with yes or no.” 


“Yes, sir.” Remus smiled half-heartedly. It sounded as if he’d started 
answering official questions already. 

“Since we do not know for certain how the serum will affect you, it is 
impossible to know how much control you may or may not have over 
your will to speak.” 

“That’s what worries me.” Remus couldn’t help but say it. Maintaining 
control over himself under questioning was about more than Tonks 
having been involved in the night of Bella’s murder. He’d spent a 
lifetime keeping things close to the vest — personal things about 
himself, his friends, his family. He couldn't even imagine the 
embarrassment if some of those secrets were to slip out in front of 
strangers. 

“Put every effort into restricting your answers to the minimum, Remus. 
While you will be unable to lie under the influence of the serum, the 
truth is that you are not obligated to volunteer information. A simple 
yes or no to their questions is the only truth you owe them under these 
circumstances. You have some measure of discretion with your 
answers as well, in that if any part of a question is false then you may, 
in truth, answer no. It is the court’s responsibility to ask concise 
questions. Try to remember that during the interview.” Dumbledore’s 
eyes twinkled for just a moment. 

“| will do my best.” A way to manipulate the manipulators. Remus 
smiled inwardly. 

“You possess a great deal of knowledge that is critical to the future and 
defense of the Order, Remus,” the gravity had returned to 
Dumbledore’s expression. “It is imperative that no part of this 
information be divulged unintentionally. There are many here at the 
Ministry who do not share our zeal to see Voldemort destroyed.” 

“| understand, sir.” 

“A great deal is at risk — lives, security, intricate plans, reputations and 
careers.” Dumbledore paused then, his cool blue eyes suddenly very 
intense. “But naturally you are already keenly aware of this.” 

Remus met the older man’s gaze directly and nodded. In that instant it 
became clear to him that Dumbledore understood precisely what was 
at risk — what information he was hiding and why. He had the fleeting 
thought to ask how long Dumbledore had known of Tonks’s 
involvement in Bella’s death, but now was not the time. In a strange 
way Remus felt more encouraged. It wouldn’t improve matters overall, 
but at least he felt less alone in his concern for Tonks. 

“Furthermore,” Dumbledore went on smoothly, “although your 
attendance is compulsory this afternoon, you have come willingly to 
these proceedings and without hesitation. Such an attitude of 
openness will not go unnoticed and, hopefully, not without reward.” 
“Yes, sir.” Remus sighed in resignation. There was no way to get 


around this ordeal; he was going to have to go through it. 

Upon those words, Dumbledore turned and moved to the Security 
Desk, stating their names and Ministry business with the clerk. The 
clerk motioned to Remus, requesting that he relinquish his wand and 
submit to a brief search. As he went through the motions, it vaguely 
registered in his mind that Dumbledore was not asked to undergo the 
same procedure. Once those unpleasantries were complete, the clerk 
handed Remus a visitor's badge and indicated that he was to put it on 
immediately. 

With slightly trembling fingers, Remus worked to pin the badge to his 
overcoat. He was disappointed in himself to be so visibly nervous. 
Undoubtedly Dumbledore was right — it had at least as much potential 
to be a straight forward questioning and he would be back at number 
twelve in time for supper. He would be back with her. 

Dumbledore had just given him fresh hope; he now had a weapon of 
sorts to avoid offering information that did not pertain to the Muggle 
deaths. If the inquisitors were unable to ask leading questions, it was 
unlikely that the murder of Bellatrix would be mentioned inadvertently 
and Tonks’s name wouldn’t come up at all. 

Of course, that was assuming he reacted reasonably to the drug. 
Dumbledore might be correct in his assumption that the Ministry would 
not, on its own initiative, seek an explanation to the mysterious 
disappearance of a Death Eater like Bellatrix Lestrange. But at the 
same time, they could hardly be expected to ignore the matter if 
Remus were to blurt it out in this interview. At that point, all bets would 
be off and he would be exchanging the suspicion of three murders for 
the proof of one. 

Remus sighed again and shook his head to clear his thoughts. 
Although it was difficult not to, he knew it was useless to speculate on 
the outcome. He had never been a man overly concerned for his own 
skin, but he’d come to realise that he cherished his freedom now more 
than ever. It was a bitter irony that he figured out he had something to 
lose only after it had already been risked. 

Lost in his swirl of thoughts and struggle to pin the badge, Remus had 
missed the remaining conversation between Dumbledore and the 
clerk. 

“We have been given courtroom ten again,” said Dumbledore, having 
turned away from the desk to face him. 

“Again?” 

“Perhaps it is a sign of good fortune, since the last meeting there 
resulted in triumph. However, | must confess | have seen the inside of 
that room on more occasions than | care to remember,” Dumbledore 
said. “Among other things, it was the room used for Harry’s underage 
magic hearing last summer.” 


“| see.” 

“Come, Remus. This way.” 

He followed Dumbledore through the slightly crowded Atrium toward 
the row of wrought golden grilles. As they waited for one of the lifts to 
appear, Remus stared at the fountain and allowed his mind to linger on 
Harry. Remus thought back to the day of Harry’s hearing; 
remembering that he’d calmly wished the boy good luck and assured 
him that everything would be fine. Fine. Why was he unable to live by 
his own advice? 

In retrospect, Remus realised how entirely useless those words must 
have been, like so many of the other well meaning but stale words of 
wisdom he had given Harry over the years. As he watched the water 
arc and splash into the pool, he was reminded of the poor lad’s 
harrowing encounter with Bellatrix and Voldemort in this deserted hall 
that night in June. It had been just minutes after Sirius disappeared 
beyond the veil. What a horrible night that was, he thought again. 

The gold grille to their left slid open and they moved to step inside. No 
one else joined them and Remus was grateful to have the lift to 
themselves. A cool female voice spoke the names of each level as 
they descended, finally stopping at The Department of Mysteries. The 
grille slid back and they stepped out into the cold, dark hallway. 

As Dumbledore led him through the rough stone corridors, Remus tried 
to ignore his growing agitation as well as the images that flashed into 
his mind. The fight with the Death Eaters. Sirius falling, Harry yelling, 
Tonks being injured. It all rushed back as he numbly trailed 
Dumbledore down the steps. 

The door to courtroom ten was open and Remus followed Dumbledore 
inside. The room was brighter than it appeared from the hallway. The 
torches on the walls had been charmed and they were almost 
dazzling. A large, rough wooden chair stood in the middle of the room. 
The chains upon its arms made it patently obvious to Remus that it 
was to be his seat. 

There were three others in the room, two men and a woman — all 
engaged in deep conversation. The witch was Amelia Bones, head of 
the Department of Magical Law Enforcement — Remus had met her 
once before. One wizard was unfamiliar to Remus. But the other was 
very familiar. It was none other than Newton Scamander. 

Scamander was a man recognisable to any living werewolf. Although 
he was retired now, he had worked for the Ministry for years, heading 
the Department for the Regulation and Control of Magical Creatures — 
Beast Division. He had written the Ban on _ Experimental 
Breeding some five years before Remus was born. 

But most importantly, he was the creator of the Werewolf Register. 
Considered the leading expert in lycanthropy, as far as Remus was 


concerned Scamander was not only famous — he was infamous. 
While the government thought it was protecting its citizens by requiring 
that werewolves submit to his registry, it had been nothing more than a 
tool to make miserable lives even more miserable. He wasn’t a man 
Remus was likely to forget or ever trust. 

The last he had heard, Scamander was doing some sort of field 
research in Brazil and certainly never expected to see him here today. 
Cold dread began to creep into the pit of Remus’s stomach. The 
Ministry's refusal to change the inquest date from the full moon 
suddenly made sense. Scamander was present to observe him under 
these conditions. But why? 

Just then, Scamander’s conversation became hushed and his sharp 
black eyes fell upon Remus. Scamander was a short but sturdy man 
with wiry grey hair and bushy eyebrows that flared up from behind 
black framed glasses. Somewhere near one hundred years old by 
now, the aging beast hunter maintained the imperial air of a privileged 
white man on safari. Remus felt rather like livestock under his cold, 
assessing gaze — as if at any minute Scamander would approach him 
and demand that he open his mouth so the length and number of his 
teeth might be measured. 

Remus found a moment to silently thank Tonks again for the new 
clothes. She had laid out the dark navy suit and blue shirt for him this 
morning, before he’d dressed for their trip to Stirling. Had that only 
been this morning? She’d made certain he didn’t appear too poor and 
plain, like some desperate sod on the tattered edge of society. 
Because of her, he could endure Scamander’s scrutiny with a measure 
of dignity. 

In spite of that small victory, whatever hopes Remus had of a benign 
interview were quickly fading and he shot a glance at Dumbledore. 
Judging from the look on the headmaster’s face, he didn’t expect 
Scamander to be there either. 

Amelia Bones proceeded to call the inquiry to order and asked that all 
be seated. The Ministry personnel moved to sit on the first bench 
located behind a table. Dumbledore sat in a chair off to the side. She 
looked at Remus then, almost apologetically, and indicated the heavy 
wooden chair bolted to the floor in the middle of the room. 

Remus moved awkwardly toward it and sat down. Forcing his eyes 
away from the shackles, he stared straight ahead. He couldn’t allow 
himself to think about being bound and defenseless in front of these 
people — in front of Scamander. No one in this room could possibly 
understand what it was like to be treated like an animal — like a beast 
that had to be controlled. 

Unbidden, the childhood memory of being chained in the shed 
resurfaced. He could still feel the cold metal around his wrists and 


ankles, the image of his father’s tortured face. Remus pushed these 
thoughts away and tried to strengthen his resolve. 

Before the witch Bones began the introductions, she cast a spell to 
activate a transcription quill near her on the table. It hovered above a 
very long roll of parchment and began to scratch across the paper the 
moment she spoke again. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Lupin.” 

Remus nodded silently. 

“Good afternoon, Professor Dumbledore,” she said, acknowledging the 
headmaster on her left. 

“Madam,” said Dumbledore. 

“lam Amelia Bones, on record as representative for the Department of 
Magical Law Enforcement. To my right is Flaustur Botchley, the 
inquisitor for today’s interview.” 

“Yes, yes, | am the inquisitor. | am indeed,” Botchley said to himself in 
a low, strained voice. 

Remus nodded at the man and watched him turn slightly pale. 
Botchley was a thin and oddly foppish man. He wore half-spectacles 
down low on his nose and his gaunt face made his eyes seem overly 
large. He emanated nervousness and Remus had the distinct 
impression that this man would prefer to be almost anywhere than 
within a few feet of a fully-grown werewolf. 

“On his right,” Madam Bones continued, “is Newton Scamander, 
formerly with the Department for the Regulation and Control of Magical 
Creatures. Although Mr. Scamander has officially retired from the 
Ministry, he graciously agreed to serve the court today as an expert in 
lycanthropy.” 

“| am acquainted with his work,” Remus said to the witch, although his 
eyes never left Scamander’s face. 

“Yes, yes he would be acquainted with him, wouldn't he?” Botchley 
said quietly to himself. “Quite naturally.” 

Amelia Bones gave the inquisitor an impatient glance before moving 
on. “First,” she continued, “allow me to express our appreciation for 
your cooperation with this inquiry. We will endeavor to make it as brief 
and simple as possible. Mister Botchley, you may proceed.” 

Although it didn’t make much sense, Botchley appeared to be more 
nervous at the prospect of beginning the interview than Remus did 
himself. The inquisitor had gone another shade paler and seemed 
unable to find his voice at first. 

“You understand,” he squeaked before clearing his throat and starting 
again, “you understand that the purpose of this inquiry is to summarily 
confirm the assertion that you were not involved in, or responsible for, 
the murder of three Muggles, on or around June the thirteenth of this 
year?” 


“Yes,” Remus replied. 

“You understand this procedure requires that Veritaserum be 
administered and that because you are a,” Botchley paused to cough 
uncomfortably, “a werewolf — that you must be restrained during this 
procedure and the questioning?” 

“Yes.” Remus could have sworn that, just then, Scamander leaned 
slightly forward in anticipation. 

“You freely submit to the serum and the questioning?” Botchley said. 
“Yes.” 

“Once you have been given the dose of Veritaserum you will be asked 
to state your name, age, and the date for the record. Following that, 
you will be asked a series of questions to which you must answer yes 
or no. Is that clear?” 

“Yes.” 

“The effect of the Veritaserum should be instantaneous. You will be 
restrained, given the dose, and then questioned. Is that clear?” he 
paused. “Well of course it is, we’ve just been over it haven’t we?” 

“Yes, | understand.” Remus was growing impatient with Botchley’s 
nervous incompetence. Risking a glance at Dumbledore, he found his 
champion’s expression unreadable. 

“Very well. Mr. Scamander, please proceed,” said Botchley. 
Scamander rose from the bench, produced his wand, and collected the 
glass vial as he passed in front of the table. He approached Remus 
then and without breaking his stride, intoned a spell and the shackles 
closed over Remus’s wrists tightly. In a few seconds, Scamander 
stood over him, blocking his view of the others completely. 

Without speaking a word, Scamander bent near and examined his face 
intently, then grabbed Remus’s chin, forcibly turning his head from one 
side to the other. Remus pulled free of his grasp and stared into the 
muted menace of the beast hunter’s eyes. 

“Three drops, on the tongue,” Scamander said silkily and his wild 
eyebrows were raised as if to question Remus’s obedience. 

It took all the will Remus possessed to accept the serum. But as the 
drops fell into his mouth and slid down his throat, the drug worked as 
quickly as he had been told. Within seconds, he felt a strange 
sensation of freedom — as if he were somehow lighter. Watching 
Scamander return to the table, Remus suddenly wanted to tell him 
what he thought of him, of his work, of the Werewolf Register. 

“The Veritaserum has been administered?” Botchley asked in that 
squeaky voice. 

“Yes.” Remus and Scamander answered the question at the same 
time. 

“Please state your full name for the record.” 

“Remus John Lupin.” 


“Your age?” 

“Thirty-seven.” 

“And the date?” 

“Twenty-six October, 1996.” 

Botchley hesitated then, fidgeting with the parchment in front of him. 
Remus couldn’t see the detail from that distance, but he could only 
assume the questions that the inquisitor was required to ask were 
printed upon it. As if he were about to dive headfirst into a lake, 
Botchley took a deep breath and began. 

“Do you suffer from lycanthropy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you a werewolf?” 

“Yes.” Remus couldn’t understand why they would ask such a 
redundant question. 

“To your knowledge, has your memory been altered to remove your 
awareness of specific events?” 

“No.” 

“Do you currently have any memories stored in a pensieve?” 

“No.” 

“Have you ever been to the wood near the Hogsmeade ward?” 

“Yes.” 

“During June of this year?” 

“No.” 

“Have you ever heard the names Clive Brighton, Alfie Stewart, or 
Violet Smith?” 

“No.” 

“Have you ever been inside the Muggle establishment known as The 
Black Gate?” 

Although he and Tonks had never referred to it much by name, that 
was goth den they had visited on assignment. Until this point he’d felt 
things were going well, but to be asked anything that in any way 
brought Tonks into the inquest — or into his mind — made him 
uncomfortable. Nevertheless, he was forced to answer the question. 
“Yes.” 

“More than once?” 

“Yes.” Without being fully aware of it, Remus clenched his hands into 
fists. 

“Are you aware that the victims frequented The Black Gate?” 

“Yes.” Remus found these questions increasingly distressful. 

“And yet you were not acquainted with the victims?” 

“No.” 

“Were you alone when you went to The Black Gate?” 

This was one of those imprecise questions to which Dumbledore had 
referred. Remus had been to the goth den twice — once on 


assignment with Tonks and once when he followed her on his own. He 
could truthfully answer the question either way and he wanted to leave 
Tonks out of it. “Yes.” 

“Is there anyone who can substantiate your activities there?” 

Remus hadn't seen this question coming. Suddenly feeling both angry 
and sick, he realised he was going to end up bringing Tonks into after 
all. “Yes.” 

“Would you be able to name this person so that we might, if necessary, 
question them as to your activities at The Black Gate?” 

Remus shot a glance at Dumbledore then, hoping for a signal 
indicating he didn’t have to answer. Dumbledore stared back at him 
gravely and nodded. 

He hesitated as long as he could before answering. “Yes.” 

“Please state that individual’s name for the record.” 

Remus strained reflexively against his bonds. Scamander’s calculating 
eyes drifted up from the clinking chains to Remus’s face. Remus 
swallowed hard, fighting against the power of the drug but he had no 
choice. “Nymphadora Tonks.” 

“Do you recognise any of these individuals?” the inquisitor went on. 
One at a time, Botchley’s trembling hand raised a still photograph of 
three people — two men and a woman. 

Remus presumed they must be the victims. He made an effort to 
concentrate and take a few moments to look at each one before 
answering. “No.” 

“Are you certain you never saw or met any of them at The Black 
Gate?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did you kill any of these three individuals?” 

“No.” 

At that moment, Scamander leaned over to Botchley, speaking directly 
to his ear. The inquisitor listened intently then pulled away but glanced 
back as if for confirmation. Scamander nodded smugly. 

Botchley cleared his squeaky throat again. “If you had transformed into 
a werewolf before you killed these Muggles, would you have any 
memory of their deaths?” 

Damn Scamander. Only a lycan — or one who had spent decades 
hunting and studying them — would know they had no memory of their 
kills. Once again, Remus was forced into a damaging answer. “No.” 
The room fell silent for a few moments and Botchley went another 
shade paler. Scamander leaned in and whispered additional 
instructions. 

“Have you experienced any recent, full transformations?” said 
Botchley, now nothing more than Scamander’s puppet. 

“Yes.” Remus tugged more desperately against the shackles and could 


feel his blood beginning to burn. He didn’t know if it was the decidedly 
negative turn in the questioning, the effect of the Veritaserum, the full 
moon, or some combination of them all — but his composure was 
slipping. 

“Within the last six months?” 

“Yes,” Remus said through gritted teeth. Both Scamander and 
Botchley seemed to be growing more excited, delighted that they 
appeared to be boxing him in. 

“During June of this year?” 

“No.” Their crestfallen faces were a glorious sight. Scamander leaned 
in a last time and spoke to Botchley’s ear. 

“Did any of these recent transformations result in a kill?” Botchley 
rushed. 

Panic dripped like acid into Remus’s mind. How could he possibly 
answer this question without eventually revealing everything about 
Bellatrix? The manacles cut into the edges of his flexing wrists and he 
tried vainly to resist as the power of the drug urged the truth into his 
mouth. Yet when he opened it to speak, he found that he could not. 
Dumbledore was on his feet quite suddenly, moving to face the 
inquisitors with his back to Remus. After a few moments of confusion, 
the venerable wizard held everyone’s attention. 

“If | am not mistaken, Remus has more than answered your relevant 
queries and fulfilled his obligation to this investigation. His answers 
clearly indicate that he was not near the Hogsmeade ward during the 
month of the attacks, he did not experience a transformation during the 
month of the attacks, and he did not kill the Muggles. To continue 
along your present line of questioning would be an insult to his integrity 
as well as the integrity of this court,” Dumbledore’s voice was heavy 
with meaning. 

“Agreed,” said Amelia Bones. Although Remus could not see her face, 
she sounded rather annoyed. 

Dumbledore swept his hands behind his body in order to clasp them at 
the small of his back. As he did so, he gently waved one hand and 
Remus realised the silencing spell had been released. No doubt 
Dumbledore didn’t wish his interference to be too obvious and he 
quickly moved away to speak to Madam Bones. 

Still bound in the chair, Remus watched as Scamander approached 
him again. Making as if he were there to reverse his binding spell, 
Scamander leaned in close and spoke quietly as the others chatted a 
few feet away. 

“Dumbledore’s trick may have escaped their notice, but not mine. 
Perhaps you did not kill the Muggles, but | know you've killed and fairly 
recently too. I’m willing to bet you’re intentionally aging yourself as 
well, trying to melt into society. And there’s something else — 


something I’ve not seen in your kind before. | can’t quite put my finger 
on it yet, but I shall.” 

So far, thankfully, Scamander had said nothing in the form of a 
question. 

“’m also willing to bet that Dumbledore restored your ability to speak 
just now.” Scamander smiled coldly. “Your reaction to several of the 
more specific questions — those that involved this Nymphadora 
Tonks — engaged your instinct to protect. She is your mate, then?” 
Remus closed his eyes against the question, marshalling every bit of 
strength he had to fight the urge to answer it. Like two small bubbles 
traveling from the seabed to the ocean’s surface, the truth floated to 
freedom. “Yes,” he admitted painfully, “...and no.” 

“How very interesting.” 


KKK 


Chapter 20: A Test of Wills 


Four hours they had been gone now. Four very long hours. It was 
almost time for supper. They had to be back soon. They simply had to. 
Tonks sat with Moody in the office off the kitchen, trying to keep her 
mind on the task. The two of them were alone in the house, elbow- 
deep in stacks of parchment. The papers were mainly dossiers of 
known Death Eaters, which they had already read many times. Some 
were files on suspected Death Eater recruits, which they also had read 
many times. The rest was a collection of information on supporters of 
Voldemort, bizarre sightings and unexplained events, and numerous 
clippings from The Daily Prophet. 

Mad-Eye had decided that this afternoon was an ideal time to sift for 
clues they might connect into a few new leads. It was boring busy work 
but Tonks understood why they were doing it. In his own crusty way, 
Moody was merely spending time with her — making sure she wasn’t 
alone while they waited for news. It was rather sweet really. 

Tonks turned over another piece of parchment in the file. She was only 
going through the motions of scanning these pages and it took an 
unnatural amount of time before the subject of the photograph reached 
her conscious mind. The dark, glittering eyes of her aunt Bellatrix 
stared out from the page and Tonks jerked suddenly from an 
involuntary shiver. 

“All right there?” Moody’s magical eye was upon her. 

“Yeah. Bit of a chill is all.” Tonks forced a smile, flipped the photograph 
over, and returned her attention to the file. Although the image was 
now out of sight, it wasn’t enough to remove Bellatrix from her 
thoughts. 

Returning to Stirling earlier in the day had been a strange experience 
and one she’d really had no time to process in much detail. Remus 
leaving for the questioning had overshadowed everything and she’d 
had to find a way to juggle her fears of what he was facing along with 
all that he had told her that morning. 

As she had said to Remus, being back at the scene of her aunt’s death 
had not bothered Tonks as much as she'd expected. It did not grieve 
her conscience; she did not regret what had happened there, and 
learning more about his reasons had only strengthened her feelings for 
Remus. He was a man of loyalty and commitment and in his mind he 
had done the right thing. Tonks couldn't find a compelling reason to 
disagree. 

A sense of family and acceptance was a very personal thing and 
Tonks knew as well as anyone that it wasn’t necessarily to be found 
amongst one’s relations. James and Sirius had been family to Remus 


— his brothers in all the ways that mattered — and his love for them 
was tangible. She’d seen it in his face today when he’d spoken of them 
and tried to explain. 

So much hurt and loneliness he has carried. 

Tonks was burdened by many of the things Remus had told her and 
the weight of it all was settling somewhere near her heart. That James 
had died mistrusting him; that at the tender age of seven, Remus had 
been left alone to face a werewolf and be cursed for life, that his family 
had disintegrated under the stress of their circumstances. It was too 
much for any one person to bear and, sadly, it was only a fraction of 
what he had been forced to accept. 

Dumbledore was right when he’d said that for Remus, life was a 
continual fight against terrible forces. That had certainly been true until 
now, but what about the future? She loved Remus with all of her heart 
and knew he also loved her. Today he’d finally allowed himself to say it 
— even in front of Dumbledore. Couldn't that love be strong enough to 
change his path and lead him somewhere he deserved? 

Tonks had committed to memory all that Dumbledore had said the day 
she'd visited him at the school last month. The idea that she and 
Remus made a rare and powerful magic — simply by being together 
— was overwhelming at first. While she had learned long ago to 
accept what she was, lasting adolescent insecurities had kept her from 
any pride or real pleasure in what made her unique. 

But the more she’d thought about it, the more Tonks had begun to 
nurture a secret hope: that which had always divided her from 
everyone else could unite her with Remus. Maybe she would be able 
to give him some of her abilities, give him more control over the forces 
at work in his body. After hearing the history of despair and tragedy in 
his life, she longed to ease his pain more than it was possible to say. 
Perhaps it was naive and shortsighted of her, but Tonks wasn’t 
concerned about the consequences. In her mind, the potential benefits 
to Remus outweighed any risks to her and she wasn’t afraid. 

In truth, the only thing she feared was telling Remus what Dumbledore 
had said and so she hadn't. She’d wanted to tell him, but the memory 
of Dumbledore’s warning stopped her. Remus would never take the 
chance; where his curse was concerned, he would only allow himself 
to see the dangers. If she had rushed to tell him, and he came to 
realise their special chemistry caused the strange things they had both 
experienced, he might leave her out of a sense of responsibility. That 
was a risk she was unwilling to take. She couldn't bear to lose him. Not 
ever. 

Tonks shivered again and forced her attention back to the file in front 
of her. It was slow going with her mind wandering over so many 
personal subjects, but she had to at least try and make a show of it. 


She wondered what Moody was thinking; if he had any thoughts or 
guesses on how things might be going. But she would not ask, mainly 
since she wasn’t sure she could stand the answer. 

A few minutes later, she was finally put out of her misery when 
Dumbledore’s voice could be faintly heard inside the house. Although 
the urge to dash out into the hallway was strong, Tonks sat perfectly 
still and listened — waiting breathlessly to hear the raspy voice she 
knew so intimately. As footsteps entered the kitchen, Remus said 
something to Dumbledore and Tonks closed her tearful eyes in silent 
prayer. 

He had come home. 

Turning her face away to quickly dry the tears, Tonks looked back to 
the doorway in time to watch them appear. Remus stood just behind 
Dumbledore and his eyes found hers in an instant. Tears returned as 
she raced to read the mixture of emotions on his face and Moody was 
the first to speak. 

“We should move to the kitchen table. More room, less mess,” said 
Moody. “I'll turn the sound off on old Regulus so we can speak in 
peace.” Mad-Eye was referring to the spell that had been devised to 
filter out voices from the kitchen and prevent them from being heard by 
the occupant of the summerhouse painting. They couldn’t use it too 
often or it would be suspicious, but it was necessary at times. 
“Excellent idea, Alastor,” said Dumbledore. “Perhaps a spot of supper 
— with wine, | think.” 

Moody clomped his way between the men at the door and on through 
to the kitchen to conjure the meal. Dumbledore gave Tonks a brief but 
guarded smile before turning back toward the kitchen himself, 
obviously intending to give her some time alone with Remus. 

Remus met her half way in the space that separated them but she 
hesitated, still searching his expression for a sense of how he was 
feeling. He gently reached for her then, holding her as close as he 
could. Neither said a word at first. Ear pressed against his chest, 
Tonks could hear the rapid beat of his heart. Something had happened 
and he was not at ease. 

“It went all right then?” she ventured carefully. 

“Yes,” he said, “and no.” 

“What does that mean, Remus? You're a free man, aren’t you?” 

“At least for now.” 

Suddenly alarmed, Tonks pulled back again to look at his face. “For 
now? What do you mean?” 

“Scamander suspects I’ve killed someone. He had them ask me that 
question.” 

“But they must believe you didn’t kill the Muggles — they let you go.” 
“Yes, they know | didn’t kill the Muggles.” 


“Then? Wait — Scamander? Newt Scamander the naturalist? What 
was he doing there?” 

Contempt flashed across Remus’s features. “I don’t know. But toward 
the end he ran the show. | was at the point of having to admit I'd made 
a recent kill wnen Dumbledore stopped me.” 

“Stopped you?” 

“Silencing spell — before | could answer.” 

“So they don’t really know anything, right?” she asked pointedly, trying 
to get to the heart of his edginess. 

“They know about you,” he said, his voice tense. “I had to give them 
your name as a witness at The Black Gate.” 

“But that’s not a bad thing,” she said soothingly, smoothing her hand 
down his chest. “My being a witness there can only help you. There’s 
nothing compromising about it. ls that what’s upset you so?” 
“Scamander asked if you were my mate,” he said quietly. 

Tonks felt herself redden and go a bit weak in the knees. “Oh.” She 
swallowed hard. “What could possibly have led them to ask you that?” 
“It wasn’t an official question. That bastard Scamander asked it on his 
own — afterward, when he knew no one else would hear.” 

“But why would it be of any interest to him? What would make him ask 
such a personal question?” 

Remus shifted uncomfortably on his feet and didn’t quite meet her 
eyes for a few seconds. “He’s a beast hunter — it’s not personal to 
him.” 

“Did you tell Dumbledore about it? About that question?” 

“Yes. He overheard Scamander talking to me and asked later what it 
was all about. | couldn’t prevent myself from telling him,” he said. 

Of course — the Veritaserum. \t would be embarrassing for anyone to 
be forced to speak openly about something so private, not to mention 
someone as guarded as Remus. His reference to Scamander as a 
beast hunter spoke volumes and Tonks felt a surge of righteous anger 
at the thought of what Remus had been put through when he couldn’t 
defend himself. 

Tonks wondered how long the effects of the drug would last. More than 
that, Tonks wondered what answer Remus had given Scamander. 
Would he have said she was his mate? It was a strange feeling to 
know that she could ask him right now and he would have to say... 
“Supper is served,” Dumbledore’s Great Hall voice called from the 
kitchen. 

“For now, let’s just sit and try to relax, okay? We'll sort this out,” she 
said, giving him a small smile. She turned to leave but his hand closed 
around her arm and held her back. 

“Wait.” 

He seemed on the verge of telling her something and yet he did not 


speak. Remus bent near then and kissed her in his soft, familiar way. 
Pulling back, his eyes were clouded by feelings Tonks could only 
guess at. But still he said nothing and finally tipped his head toward the 
door. 

The meal served mainly as a backdrop for conversation. Dumbledore 
relayed the details from his point of view and filled in a few of the gaps 
left by what Remus had told Tonks in private. She sensed that 
Dumbledore was, in some places at least, deliberately vague in his 
explanations to Mad-Eye — most noticeably when the details 
pertained to her. Of course, Moody did not know of her involvement in 
the night of her aunt’s murder and it was clear that Dumbledore meant 
to keep it that way. 

Remus drank wine and listened intently but said very little. When 
Dumbledore mentioned Newton Scamander’s presence and described 
his attitude during the questioning, Remus felt for her hand under the 
table and held it. Something about what that man had said or done had 
shaken Remus to the core. 

“| don’t understand what Scamander was doing there at all,” Tonks 
began. “He’s supposed to be retired, isn’t he? Did the Ministry really 
feel the need to have some rude and aggressive beast expert present 
during the questioning? Remus was shackled as it was — and he 
takes Wolfsbane to prevent his transformations even during the full 
moon. So what was the point?” she finished hotly. 

“They had no way of knowing if | take Wolfsbane or not,” Remus said 
quietly. “Or how the Veritaserum would affect me. You can’t blame 
them entirely because their fears were legitimate, Scamander’s own 
agenda aside.” 

“Well |, for one, intend to get to the bottom of what Scamander was up 
to today. I’ve got a few carefully worded questions of my own to ask,” 
said Mad-Eye as he shoved his chair back and laboured to stand. His 
voice held the ominous tone that all Aurors feared to hear. 

“You're going now — this late in the evening?” Tonks asked. 

“No time like the present. This Scamander may think he’s a wily 
bugger, but he'll not get the drop on me again,” Moody snarled. His 
strange blue eye suddenly swiveled over to Remus. “From the sound 
of things, Lupin, you held up in a bad situation. Well done.” 

Remus nodded. “Alastor.” 

Since finding out about their relationship, Mad-Eye had been rather 
hard on Remus. Tonks was grateful he had made an effort to say 
something encouraging. 

“You know where to find me, Albus. Otherwise, I'll see you tomorrow.” 
“Good night, Alastor.” 

Moody Disapparated and the moment after he was gone, Dumbledore 
deftly magicked away the remains of supper and turned his gaze 


toward Tonks and Remus. 

“Quite naturally | would prefer to hope that we might safely put today’s 
events behind us. However, the unexplained appearance of the 
distinguished Mr. Scamander should not be underestimated. While | 
have been acquainted withNewton for many years, | must confess that 
| am at a loss to explain how he came to be involved in the inquest.” 
“Do you really believe he is dangerous, sir?” Tonks felt uneasy that 
they had all been thrown such a curve. 

“| have never known him to be. But then, | have never been associated 
with him in a professional capacity.” Though his eyes remained on her, 
Dumbledore’s words had been for Remus. “The questions he chose to 
ask today, as well as the enthusiasm with which he asked them, 
suggest a purpose we cannot ignore.” 

“What do we know about him? What kind of connections does he 
have?” 

“Oh, they are many and varied, my dear. One typically does not 
achieve Order of Merlin, Second Class on skill alone,” he paused and 
looked over his glasses. “It would seem highly unlikely that his 
participation today was a coincidence and | expect the results of 
Alastor’s inquiries will be very enlightening.” 

“Remus said Scamander asked—” Tonks hesitated and glanced at 
Remus. He gently squeezed the hand he still held under the table. 
“Well, that he asked some very personal questions. Why was that 
allowed?” 

“As you must know from your own dealings with her, my dear, Madam 
Bones is an excellent officer of the law and entirely fair. | am satisfied 
that she had not intentionally given support to any other goals that 
Scamander may have been pursuing on his own.” 

“That’s true. Amelia is wonderful to work with — very cooperative and 
sympathetic to Aurors,” Tonks conceded. 

“Scamander’s behaviour, | suppose, might be attributed to an 
overzealous nature rather than harmful intentions. But when we 
consider the circumstances? That he came out of retirement for this 
particular inquest? That he happened to be available for the 
Veritaserum questioning of a werewolf on the afternoon of a full moon? 
A werewolf that does indeed have reason to withhold 
sensitive information?” Dumbledore’s sagely countenance gave way to 
shrewd skepticism. “I think not.” 

Remus shifted in his chair but remained silent. 

“You think he’s somehow investigating my aunt’s disappearance?” 

“It is difficult to say. However, | think we can be certain that he left the 
hearing with more information and observations than he came with.” 
Dumbledore was being cryptic again. “Observations, sir?” 

“What was it Scamander said to you, Remus? That he knew you had 


killed recently, that you were aging your appearance,” Dumbledore 
hesitated, “that there was something unusua/ about you he’d never 
seen in your kind?” 

“That’s what he said, yes.” Remus stared at his wineglass. 

Dumbledore looked directly at her then and Tonks realised what he 
was implying. Scamander’s long history with werewolves had given 
him the expertise to notice the traces of her magic in Remus — even if 
he had no idea what may have caused them. 

But that would only be a matter of time. Scamander knew her name 
now and already suspected that she and Remus were involved in 
some way. With all his connections, Scamander could probably find 
out a lot about her — including the fact that she was a 
Metamorphmagus. If Dumbledore had been able to put the pieces 
together, was it so difficult to believe that Scamander might as well? 
“Apparently I'm a puzzle to solve now,” Remus said suddenly, in a 
strange voice. His grip on her hand went slack. “If he’s anything like his 
reputation, he’ll not let me rest. In light of what’s happened, I’m more 
risk than aid to the Order. Perhaps | should leave.” 

Upon the last few words, Remus pulled his hand away entirely and the 
small action filled Tonks with anxiety. She wouldn’t accept it. But 
before she could object, Dumbledore raised a calming hand. 

“We must bear in mind that at this point, all is speculation. Should 
Scamander get too close or cause you difficulty, we shall pool our 
considerable talents to deal with it when the time comes. But please 
understand something, Remus,” Dumbledore’s eyes softened. “Your 
importance here, among us, cannot be measured. You are safest and 
most likely to succeed while in the company of those who care for 
you.” 

Tonks felt as if she might cry. She could have kissed Dumbledore for 
saying those words just then, especially since Remus held him in such 
high regard. Glancing at Remus briefly, she could see he was touched 
as well. 

“Thank you, sir. That means a great deal to me,” Remus replied. 
Dumbledore smiled warmly and the twinkle returned to his eyes. “The 
hour is late,” he sighed in a resigned way, “and | must be on my way. 
The school children must not be neglected. The future of British 
wizardry depends upon them — and they depend upon me.” 

After saying their goodbyes to Dumbledore, Remus followed behind as 
she climbed the stairs. Muffled footfalls on the tread runner were all 
that could be heard in the otherwise silent house. The bright blue sky 
that began their autumn day had aged into a bright clear night and 
Tonks could easily see her way down the hall. 

The full moon was on the rise. Its silver light was already angling 
through the small square panes of the window at the end of the hall, 


forming large ghostly teeth upon the floor. They came to a stop just 
outside the closed door to her room and she noticed that Remus took 
care to keep even the tips of his shoes in the shadows. 

“Dumbledore is very fond of you, you know. Like a son,” she said. 

“He’s a great man and I’ve been lucky to know him. | exist because of 
his compassion.” 

That answer was so characteristic of this humble man. Sirius had said 
Remus had the soul of a priest and it was true. He seemed to have no 
earthly idea how much he was respected and loved; how many lives 
he had influenced with his courage and quiet strength. 

Remus fingered a lock of her hair and Tonks let her mind drift in the 
hazy moment. She loved Remus in blue. Even in the dim light of the 
hall it did something to his eyes, making them warm and icy at the 
same time. He’d resisted that electric blue shirt when she’d put it with 
the suit this morning; he’d thought it was too bold for him. But he had 
worn it anyway, for her. He looked brilliant. 

“Thank you,” she said softly, meeting his eyes. 

“For what?” He smiled then, in a way that reminded her of the 
photograph framed with his prefect badge. 

“For Stirling this morning — for sharing that part of yourself. For 
coming home to me tonight.” 

“You are the only reason | got through it.” His raspy voice could barely 
be heard. He laid his hand on her neck and slowly slid it into her hair, 
his long fingers cradling the back of her head. Gently pulling her 
toward him, he leaned down until their parted lips barely touched. “I 
love you,” he mumbled against her, each word its own kiss, “so much.” 
Tonks felt faint from all that was in her heart. This was what she 
wanted — to be with Remus always, completely. He leaned into her 
then, resting his other hand at her waist and pressing her into the 
doorframe. 

She melted against him and gave herself to the kiss. It didn’t take long 
before practiced moves brought them to breathless need and Tonks 
reached behind her back for the handle and turned it to unlatch her 
bedroom door. But the passion in his kisses cooled and he slowly 
pulled his mouth away, resting his forehead against hers. 

“No, love, | can’t. Not tonight.” He spoke as if the words caused him 
pain. 

“Please,” she whispered, “don’t be cruel.” Tonks was feeling dizzy. 

He closed his eyes against her plea and withdrew his hand from her 
hair, softly stroking her cheek with his thumb. 

“You worry too much, Remus. You’ve never hurt me. I’m not afraid.” 

A finger swept over her lips in a gentle hush. “But | am.” 

Tonks drew his finger into her mouth and brushed the tip of it with her 
tongue. He made a low rumbling sound in his throat and it vibrated 


through his arm and into her. He slid his finger out of her mouth and 
scanned her face, a hint of restrained wildness now on his own. 
Something clicked into place in her mind. 

“Do you trust me, Remus?” 

“With my life,” he said raggedly. 

“Then stay with me tonight.” 

Remus stared at her a few moments, apparently trying to reconcile his 
opposing desires. Then a light flickered in his eyes and he closed in, 
smothering her with kisses as he pushed them through the door and 
nudged it closed behind them. 

Tonks backed slowly toward the bed, leading Remus over a path of 
their discarded clothing. All that remained between them was the bold 
blue shirt, which he unbuttoned carefully and shirked from his 
shoulders, letting it drift to the floor. She touched her lips to the waxy 
scar near his heart, the scar that she had witnessed in the making, and 
then he eased her down upon the bed. 

For a long time his skillful, worshipping hands caressed her and his 
lips touched every passion point of her willing body. His kisses were 
slow, deep, and dizzying and Tonks tried to keep her mind but Remus 
was so intense, so unrelenting she was nearly senseless. His effort at 
self-control was shattering hers and she was already at the desperate 
edge of wanting. Nothing could satisfy her now but everything. 
“Please,” she whispered. 

At that small pleading word, Tonks could feel the vibration of a silent 
growl in his chest where it lay across her. But he ignored her, only 
dragging his mouth from her breast when she tightened her fist in his 
hair. 

“Please,” she whispered again. He lifted his head then and looked at 
her. The expression on his face was at the same time loving and feral 
and Tonks felt a thrill at the wolfish glint in his eyes. 

She shifted beneath him and drew him in, drowning instantly in the 
current of power that arced between them. He stilled himself at first 
and Tonks could feel the muscles of his back rippling beneath her 
hands. He was trembling and breathing shallowly against her neck. He 
had been this shaken only once before, during their first night together. 
Gently at first, she slowly twisted her hips against him. Another low 
groan rumbled in his chest and his lips found hers again, threatening to 
suffocate her with the force of his desire. Remus seemed to regain 
some measure of control and then set a perfect rhythm. 

Tonks closed her eyes and reveled in his total possession of her. The 
sparkling energy was churning around them and she began to hear its 
whispers again, a buzzing at the edge of her thoughts. Freedom. 
Forever. 

Eyes still closed, Tonks could feel the tension building inside as 


Remus moved against her. He leaned in and their mouths met with 
every slow, rolling thrust. Tonks wanted more of him, all of him, to be 
closer than close and the more she rocked beneath him his pace 
quickened. She opened her mouth to a deeper, demanding kiss and 
her tongue brushed against his and then against long, sharp teeth. 
Suddenly, Remus grew rigid and a jerking spasm wracked his body. 
Tonks opened her lust-laden eyes to an unnatural brightness. So lost 
in sensation, neither had realised the moon was shifting in the night 
sky. Its bright white face was reflecting off the top window of the house 
next door, and the bed was now bathed in moonlight. 

Remus was on fire, every inch of his flesh now hot to the touch. 
Hovering just above her, his lamp-like yellow eyes were filled with 
silent desperation. His passion, the moonlight on his skin, and the 
lingering truth drug were too much and his instinct was almost beyond 
his control. The man and the beast were near to sharing the same 
space but still she had no fear. 

“Finish it, Remus,” she whispered against his lips. 

He stared at her for a strangled heartbeat then closed his eyes and 
turned away, his rapid breathing jarring the bed. He shook his head. 

“It is what you want but you’re afraid for me—” she said quickly against 
his ear. It was a question. 

“Yes,” he whispered without looking at her. 

“| love you, Remus, and I’m not afraid. Finish it.” 

“No.” 

He tried to pull away but she held on, using her weight to hold him 
down. With nothing in her mind but the sparkling, misty voice and a 
promise of forever, Tonks leaned up and sank her teeth into his neck. 
Lightning flashed in front of her eyes and Remus cried out. 

“No,” he repeated desperately, even as he began to thrust again. “No 


Tonks bit down harder, meaning to push him over the edge and the 
metallic taste of his hot blood filled her senses. There was a low howl 
of anguish against her ear and with a final jerk of his hips, Remus 
shuddered and buried his razor-sharp teeth in the curve of her neck. 
Lightning flashed again and a bolt of electricity crackled through them. 
The pain of the wound from his teeth quickly gave way to a strange, 
prickling sensation. A blood fire swept from where his mouth met her 
flesh, down through her body and back, seeming to drift out again 
through her mouth. His skin felt instantly cooler. 

And then they were spinning, alone on some ethereal plane — each 
themselves and yet not, as the magic phased, shifted, and rewrote 
every cell in their bodies. Tonks could sense Remus everywhere. She 
could see his lifetime of memories, feel his feelings, and think his 
thoughts. As the energy continued to swirl, she knew it was the same 


for him — that she was weaving into his bones and that her thoughts 
and hopes, memories and feelings were all in his mind. 

Closer than close. 

Each carefully withdrew their teeth and Tonks felt the power 
immediately fade away. Remus slid off her and onto his side, leaning 
on his elbow. His eyes were blue again and his face was flushed and 
youthful. In those few moments their very souls had been connected, 
Tonks experienced the depth of his feeling for her and she had no 
words. He bent down and gave her a soft, slow kiss, their blood 
mingling in each other's mouths. 

When he lifted his head there were tears in his eyes. Tonks shifted to 
her side and held him, his quiet sobs muffled against her chest as she 
stroked his hair and whispered soothing words. Whether from sheer 
need or fatigue, Remus cried out his feelings of love, guilt, gratitude, 
and relief — knowing that come what may, he would be lonely no 
more. 
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Chapter 21: Shadows of Heaven 


A silver-blue light drifted from the sky and his skin had already started 
to burn. Although he could not see it there, he knew the pitiless moon 
was hovering over his house again. It was biding its time, waiting for 
him to make another mistake. 

Wind in the trees told of a coming storm and they swayed unnaturally 
in the ghostly brightness. The front door stood open and the moment 
he stepped over the threshold, he heard the child crying. It was a baby. 
Moving quickly through the house, he began to search. 

The crying seemed to be coming from upstairs and he ran them two at 
a time, his heart racing. He checked every room but found no sign. 
Stopping to listen again, the crying was now coming from downstairs 
and he hurriedly retraced his steps, his overcoat flowing behind him 
and his shoes strangely silent upon the stairs. 

There was a candle lit on the kitchen table and as he moved toward it, 
the hallway through the house stretched and twisted away from him. 
An instant later, the candle stood before him but before he could reach 
for it, it had guttered in a draft. The window overlooking the garden 
was open and the wind was sending lace curtains streaming into the 
house. 

The cries of the child were now coming from outside. 

Making his way beyond the house, a cold dread grew in his gut as he 
felt the old shed draw him like a magnet. Over the wind he could hear 
chains rattling inside. The infant cries had slowly changed to low, 
miserable howls and his heart ached from the pain he heard in them. 
He closed one hand around the rusted iron handle of the shed door but 
hesitated; he was afraid to look inside. 

Then he felt the warmth of her hand in his free one. He turned to her, 
but she was not there... 

Remus woke early, feeling rather unrested and with the vague feeling 
he’d had that dream before. 

The morning sky was still dark, although the shadowy dawn was 
starting to bleed in at the edges. The cold rains of early winter had 
arrived and the drops pattered against the window now, the steady 
drumming serving as a companion to his own relentless thoughts. 
Tonks was still asleep; her angelic face the very reflection of peace in 
the dim light. Remus lay on his back and the arm he’d tucked behind 
his head was growing chilled by the coolness of the room. His other 
arm remained under the covers, that hand having been captured in her 
small one some time during the night. Like the dream. He inched a bit 
further under the blankets; the warmth and comfort of their bed made it 


a place he wished he never had to leave. 

By all rights, Remus knew he should be happier than he’d ever been 
— and in most ways, he was. He was still reeling from the pure, loving 
sacrifice Tonks had made for him. Her willingness to join him in an 
uncertain future was unquestionably the most moving experience of 
his life. 

Nothing could have prepared him for how it would feel; how profoundly 
this slip of a girl would change him. Their separate lives had been 
forged into a single one and now, not only was he hopelessly in love 
with her but he was ultimately responsible for her as well. Forever. 
What they had shared during the cruentus unitas was such a soulful 
intimacy that it echoed constantly in his heart. In the days since they 
had been joined, Remus had come to recognise a persistent, spiritual 
awareness of her. A hint of Tonks existed in all his thoughts and 
feelings. 

Instinct told him this connection went far beyond the simple mating 
bond of his kind and Dumbledore’s speculation of a metaphysical 
magic was now an undeniable reality. In the quiet hours after it was 
done, Tonks had spoken of the theory and her belief that she brought 
him hope of a different existence; that their bond made them both new 
and stronger than before. 

While it was true that in some ways he did feel like a different and 
stronger man, he could not share in her confidence that everything 
would work out for the best. It seemed too fanciful and convenient to 
believe that the quirky magic of her genetic abilities could hold sway 
over one of the most ancient and feared curses of men. 

The first rule of lycanthropy is that no cure exists, save death, and 
Remus had started down the road of accepting that rule nearly thirty 
years ago. No, regardless of the hope Tonks placed in the magic 
between them, Remus knew in his heart that he had brought his curse 
upon her and the guilt and fear of what that would mean clawed at his 
happiness. 

There was no denying that he had been a selfish fool to believe he 
could control himself; that he could have a meaningful, sexual 
relationship that wouldn’t end like this. It had been her whole and 
untarnished /ife he had gambled with and lost. Perhaps to have truly 
loved her would have been to walk away — and he’d thought about it 
many times. But he’d proven himself too weak in his need for her. 

And yet this was the way he seemed to do everything — always 
feeling remorseful aftera self-indulgent wrong had been committed. 
Countless times in his life he had meant to resist temptation but 
ultimately done what he pleased. From rule breaking with his mates to 
reckless endangerment of others to lies to murder — somehow always 
managing to ignore his conscience and worry about the consequences 


later. This should have been different. 

During the bond he had experienced all of her feelings and Remus 
could understand on some level why Tonks had pushed him to do it; 
she loved him and truly hadn’t been afraid. She had chosen freely but 
without comprehending what that choice would mean. There was 
simply no way to know just how terrible the consequences might be, or 
if there was any real hope at all that she might be spared some of what 
awaits her. So much remained to be seen and Remus could only pray 
and try to share in her optimism. 

Shifting to his side then, he smoothed the hair away from her face and 
placed a kiss on her forehead. He watched as her lovely mouth curved 
into a smile and she nestled nearer to him in her sleep. The emotion 
he felt was like being torn down the middle; half of him saddened by 
what he’d done to her, the other half joyous that nothing and no one 
could ever take her from him. She was his now, not only his mate but 
also his wife. 

It had been in his mind to offer her marriage before, to prove his love 
and honorable intentions. But Remus had thought marriage alone was 
like an empty promise and hesitated because of the complications. 
After the bond, there was nothing standing in their way and, in fact, a 
compelling reason then existed to marry. With the bond had come the 
possibility of children and Remus insisted that any child they might 
have should be born in marriage. Tonks had agreed. 

However, it wasn’t as simple as that, considering they weren't exactly 
the average couple. The threat of Scamander’s private investigative 
efforts made standing before a magistrate in the registry office at the 
Ministry impossible. It would be news indeed if a registered werewolf 
took a wife and Scamander would surely have heard of it — through 
the rumour mill if nothing else. 

With that option blocked, they decided to take Dumbledore into their 
confidence and he agreed that official channels were not at all 
recommended. So he pulled a few strings, arranging for an “old and 
trusted friend” to draw up the proper papers to be signed and 
recorded, then quietly filed within the Ministry's musty document 
archive. It was this same friendwho had married them secretly but 
legally in Dumbledore’s office at the school of all places, with the 
headmaster himself as witness. 

lt was hardly ideal and certainly not romantic. There had been no 
flowers or cake or guests; they hadn’t even exchanged rings. But 
Tonks insisted that none of those things really mattered to her — 
except the rings and there would be time for that later. 

In fact, the most concern she’d given any matter was what to call 
herself now. Tonks Lupin, she had thought, would take some getting 
used to. Remus smiled to himself then, recalling how she had 


dissolved into giggles after she’d repeated her new name so many 
times it no longer made sense. He was pleased to know he’d had even 
a small part in giving her a reason to laugh. 

In spite of the happiness they might feel, their relationship would have 
to remain a secret. Too many powerful forces were at work against the 
Order — and against Remus specifically now. No one could know that 
anything had changed between them. So for now there would be no 
rings, no declarations of commitment, and her name dilemma would 
remain on hold until things settled down. 

Tonks let go of his hand then and turned over to face the same 
direction, her lithe body pressed against him. Remus slipped his arm 
around her waist and closed his eyes again, breathing in the hint of 
raspberry in her hair. These quiet moments were heaven. The times 
when, for a while at least, their responsibilities didn’t exist. They could 
pretend there were no beast hunters, no Death Eaters or spying 
portraits, and no moon to inflict its painful horror. 

And it would be the two of them from now on — a fact that Remus 
could still hardly believe. What always seemed beyond his reach had 
happened in spite of the odds. Feeling a flash of pride, he couldn't help 
but wonder what James and Sirius would say if they could see him 
now. Remus Lupin, the married man — and to a scion of the Black 
family, no less. The thought of Sirius’s reaction amused him and his 
silent laugh shook the bed. 

“What’s so funny?” Tonks mumbled sleepily. 

“Nothing, love. | was just thinking about Sirius.” 

“Mmm... it’s good that you can laugh about him again.” 

“| think talking with Harry yesterday may have helped me as much as it 
did him.” Although secrecy was important, there was one other person 
that Remus had wanted to confide in. So with the blessing of his new 
wife and Dumbledore’s permission to withhold nothing, Remus had 
gone to Hogwarts yesterday for a long overdue visit with its most 
celebrated student. 

“How did the visit go? You’ve not told me yet.” 

“You've not given me the chance,” he said, a smile invading his voice. 
“When you finally got home from duty late last night, you weren’t 
interested in listening.” 

She cast a smirk over her shoulder. “It was your own fault. Don’t be so 
sexy the next time you want to talk.” 

“So that’s how you’re going to be—” He whispered the words against 
her ear and felt her slight shiver. 

“Remus stop,” she said in a miserable yet dreamy voice, “I really want 
to hear what happened.” 

“Yes, love. Well, | have to say it was somewhat of an awkward reunion 
at first, considering Harry and | hadn’t seen each other since that day 


at the train station in June.” 

“Yeah, | suppose not. Ugh. That seems like a lifetime ago. How is he 
doing?” 

“Harry was pleasant but guarded and | could not ignore how much he 
has changed.” 

“In what way?” 

“His reticence, | suppose. When | was teaching at the school we had 
become rather close and he seemed to trust me. But the friendship 
faded through separation and the return of his godfather. Sirius 
deserved the spotlight in Harry’s life, not me, and | thought | should 
stay a bit in the background. In light of what’s happened, it was a good 
decision and one I'll never regret.” 

“Harry must feel so cheated, having had so little time with Sirius. None 
of us had enough, but especially him,” she said. 

“In time, | hope Harry will trust me again. I’d like to be part of his life, to 
be his friend, and the first step was to tell him the truth. So | told him 
everything.” 

Tonks reached for his hand again and held it against her chest, urging 
him to continue. 

“| began by explaining that I’ve learned a very important lesson; that if 
Harry is to be responsible for defeating Voldemort, surely he could be 
discreet and responsible with information. Sirius had championed the 
concept from the beginning and had others listened, Sirius might still 
be alive.” 

“It’s true,” she said quietly. 

“| admitted that trying to shield him too much had been a terrible 
mistake, and one that | personally did not intend to ever make again.” 
“What did he say?” 

“He nodded politely and didn’t say a word, but that’s more or less what 
I'd expected. So | tried to put him at ease by telling a few stories and 
relating some of the most notorious adventures I'd shared with Sirius 
and James. Harry laughed on the surface but remained withdrawn. 
The loss is still very sensitive for him.” 

“| can’t imagine what it must be like. So many expectations and 
everyone watching his every move. He has nowhere to hide.” 

“Well the longer we talked, the more Harry relaxed and finally his calm 
self-control gave way. | listened sympathetically as he railed on about 
the injustice and frustration of everything. He kept repeating that Sirius 
was dead — that he was dead before he had lived. | could only watch 
as Harry went from sad to angry to vengeful then back to sad again.” 
“The poor lad.” 

“Harry said that part of him was still angry with Dumbledore for what’s 
happened. He said he hated Voldemort and Bellatrix Lestrange and 
sometimes he even hated Sirius for having come into his life, just to 


leave him again. When | told him that | understood those feelings, 
naturally he disbelieved me. Harry said no one could understand. He 
said that no one had done anything about what happened to Sirius 
and, like everything else, we all must be waiting for him to do the dirty 
work.” 

“Oh Remus, that’s terrible. What did you say to him then?” 

“| told him that | killed Bellatrix.”, Remus took a deep breath and 
exhaled slowly before continuing. “That | had done so to avenge Sirius 
and now we both could rest in the knowledge that Sirius was at peace. 
Harry never took his brilliant green eyes from me and at one point | 
thought he might cry. | couldn't tell if his feelings were from the news of 
an enemy’s death, or if he was simply grateful to have been told. 
Perhaps it was both.” 

“Are you sure telling him was the right thing? | mean | realise you're 
trying to prove to Harry that you trust him and that you’re sorry for how 
things have been. It just seems like a lot for him to take in, especially 
with everything else.” 

“| agree — itis a lot. And it may very well change what he thinks of me. 
But Harry’s got to be given some choices in life; at least a few chances 
to feel that he isn’t being led to a conclusion in a blindfold.” 

“Of course you’re right.” 

“Harry is expected to kill Voldemort, love,” he said quietly, “and he’s 
afraid. He doesn’t want to be a killer and he realises this destiny marks 
him, quite literally, as separate from everyone he knows. But now 
someone in his life, someone he’s looked up to, has killed an enemy 
and trusted him enough to admit it. It won’t make Harry’s task any 
easier, but it might allow him to think differently about himself.” 

“You’re wonderful, you know that? It’s no surprise to me that you were 
such a success with the students.” She pulled his hand to her mouth 
and kissed it. 

“| think Harry wondered a bit at my success with you.” The smile was 
back in his voice. 

“And just what is thatsupposed to mean?” she said, her voice was 
smiling too. 

“The news that we are married was quite a shock to him. He tried 
valiantly not to show it, but you should have seen the look on his face. 
It was a classic blend of teenage curiosity and self-conscious revulsion 
at the thought of adults in love,” he said laughing. “But in the end he 
congratulated us quite sincerely.” 

“Mmm.” He could tell she was smiling again. “Since we can’t tell much 
of anyone, it’s nice to hear that the few whodo know are happy for us.” 
“It was important to me to try and leave Harry with a message of hope. 
He’s got friends who would die for him and yet he is lonely. His is a 
state of living | can relate to better than he imagines and | told him so. 


But | also wanted him to know that not all is darkness and despair; that 
if someone like me could find love and purpose, he surely would.” 
Tonks shifted until she faced him again, then kissed him gently and for 
a few moments he stared into the mysterious depths of her 
kaleidoscope eyes. 

Remus tried to finish his thought but she pushed him onto his back and 
leaned over his chest, interrupting each of his words with a kiss. Soon 
he couldn’t remember exactly what he had meant to say, but he played 
the game a while longer — excitement building as she sought to 
control his mouth. 

“|... was... telling... you... something... im... portant...” 

“But... I'm... not... interested... in... listening...” 


KKK 


Chapter 22: Hope Descends 


Life. Flames dancing on skin. A nameless force as old as the world 
itself. 

Need. Blood fire. Surging, pulling, unraveling. 

Want. And he was there. Inside her. Her heart, mind, and body 
throbbing with his presence. 

Blood. His lips were warm and wet with the rich sweetness... 

The strange thoughts fell away, sinking back to the underworld of 
dreams. Drifting toward consciousness, Tonks came to realise she 
was being kissed awake. Resisting the temptation to smile and give 
herself away, she allowed Remus to continue his gentle campaign. 

He was on an elbow and leaning over her; his fringe dusted her 
forehead each time he bent his head to place a kiss on her mouth. She 
knew the look on his face without opening her eyes and it made her 
feel warm inside. 

It would be impossible to find words that could convey what he meant 
to her. He made her feel so good and for the first time in her life, she 
was whole and unconditionally loved. She’d been walking on air lately, 
convinced she was the luckiest woman in the world. 

The blood bond and their marriage had made every aspect of their 
relationship more intense, especially physically. To be near him, in his 
arms, in his bed — it was a constant, consuming desire. Maybe it was 
that way for all people in love; she did not know. She only knew she 
couldn’t love him more and would never grow tired of his touch. 

The kisses continued, soft yet insistent, each one growing bolder as 
his hand began to wander over her. Suddenly caught in the trap she 
had set for him, Tonks found it difficult to keep playing the sleepy head 
and finally gave in. When he brushed her lips the next time, she 
surprised him with a full and enthusiastic response. He laughed silently 
then, the kiss eventually broken by their smiles. 

“How long have you been awake?” Although the smile lingered on his 
lips, he sounded vaguely suspicious and his cool blue gaze wandered 
to her eyes. 

“At least ten kisses’s worth.” She bit a knuckle to suppress her 
laughter. 

“Ten? His eyebrows disappeared behind the fringe. He was adorable 
in his boyishness. 

She giggled. 

“You are, without question, a devious woman,” he said thoughtfully, 
“and | don’t know what I’m going to do with you.” 

“?’m sure you'll think of something wonderful,” she said, slipping her 


hand into his hair. “You’re very clever.” She urged him down toward 
her and kissed him again before he could say another word. Relaxing 
against her slightly, he lost himself for a few moments before pulling 
away. Reaching across her, he grabbed his watch from the bedside 
table and grimaced. 

“Apparently not clever enough to be on time. | am already shamefully 
late.” 

“You have to go? Now?’ she pouted, pressing her body against him 
suggestively and tracing a finger along one of the scars on his chest. 
He nodded. “Duty calls. | have the distinct pleasure of working with 
Severus today. We’re to have one of our staged arguments in front of 
Regulus a bit later this afternoon. | expect it will prove to be the easiest 
job I’ve ever had,” he said wryly. 

“Just do what you can to keep your comments civil and to the script. 
You don’t want to go trading private insults withSnivellus in front of my 
wretched extended family.” She giggled again. 

“Indeed. Well, I’ll behave — even if he doesn’t.” 

“Your conversation with Snape is supposed to give the impression that 
the Order has discovered a way inside their operations at the farm in 
Salisbury, right? Then Vance, Arthur Weasley, and Moody will be on 
watch to see if any DEs show up to defend or dismantle, while 
Dumbledore uses his connections to monitor Portkey use — to make 
sure they don’t get in directly.” 

“That’s my understanding. Moody will be cloaked and his intention is to 
get inside the place.” He paused. “Then maybe we'll finally have a few 
answers as to what’s been going on there.” 

He didn’t say it, but Tonks knew Remus still hoped the farm held some 
proof of how the Muggles he had been suspected of killing might have 
met their end. 

“Well if it’s not until this afternoon,” she said silkily, “then you still have 
time to...” 

He gave her an admonishing glance and shushed her with a finger to 
her lips. “No. Besides, you’ve got your shift at the Ministry today. 
There’s no chance for a lie in.” 

“Oh all right then,” she said, frowning. “But | expect you to make up for 
this tragic display of responsibility tonight. Twice.” She poked him in the 
chest for emphasis. 

As the emotion in his eyes darkened and the smile melted from his 
face, she knew instantly what it meant. The worry and fear were back 
in his mind. In truth, they hadn’t been far from his thoughts since the 
bond — and especially so in the last few days. 

Tonight was the first full moon since she’d been bitten. 

“Promise me you won’t work late and that you’ll get back here before 
dark,” he said gravely. “The sun sets at exactlyfour o’clock this 


afternoon and you must be home before that. | need to be with you 
from then on.” 

“Remus — “ she began, but he cut her off. 

“And we'll have to have enough time to get to the house.” 

“Get to the house? What do you mean?” 

“My house. In Stirling.” 

“Remus,” she started again, a bit more impatiently, “is that 
really necessary? I’m fine. | fee/fine.” She stared at the ceiling then, 
not wanting to have this conversation again. Not wanting to think the 
negative thoughts that spoiled their happiness. 

“Tonks, listen to me.” He grasped her chin gently and turned her face 
until their eyes met. “You don’t know what you’re saying.” 

“But — “ 

“No,” he said emphatically. “I know you want to believe that you can 
somehow handle what’s coming. You want to make light of it but you 
can’t. You don’t understand.” 

“Why do you insist on expecting the very worst? We don’t know for 
sure what's going to happen because it’s never happened to someone 
like me before,” she said, aware that her voice was losing its softness. 
He didn’t respond to her words but he didn’t have to. They’d gone over 
this same argument a number of times in the last four weeks. 

“| just want us to be happy,” she continued. “I have to believe that we 
can enjoy our life together without fear, misfortune, and complication 
constantly overshadowing it. Is that wrong? Is it selfish of me?” 

He sighed and turned his face away from her. Tonks regretted her 
behaviour at once. She knew he hated the situation too, even more 
than she did, and it wasn’t fair to make it seem like his fault. He slowly 
turned back. 

“It’s not wrong or selfish to want those things,” he said quietly. “But as 
much as | wish otherwise, | don’t have the power to give them to you. It 
is a cursed life, Tonks, and there’s no escaping it — for either of us 
now.” He hesitated, closing his eyes again before hanging his head. “I 
am the selfish one. | should never have done this to you. You should 
have had a proper life — and lived it with a better man than me.” 

“Oh Remus, I’m sorry | said it,” she whispered, feeling tears stinging 
her eyes. “There isno better man than you. | love you so. You 
know that.” 

He looked at her again and Tonks leaned up, giving him a kiss that he 
returned only half-heartedly. 

“And even if you're right, and all that you fear happens to me tonight, 
never forget that it is the life that / chose. It will be all right. You'll see.” 
She knew he was not convinced and that nothing she could say would 
make him feel any better. 

“Just get home tonight, please?” 


“Yes, husband. | shall do as you say.” She smiled but it didn’t help. 

He lay back down for a while, as near as he could get. He stroked her 
hair in silence, alternately kissing her and staring in her eyes. Although 
he seemed calm on the outside, Tonks could feel the vibrating 
restlessness within. He’d said he was already overdue to meet Snape 
but he was clearly struggling to leave her. She didn’t want to be 
separated from him either but it couldn't last and finally they rose and 
went their separate ways. 

Tonks took a little extra time getting ready once he’d gone, mostly to 
entertain herself. Standing before the mirror, she cast a glance over 
her appearance. Leaving her hair the same mid-neck length and 
choppy style, she changed its colour to a deep auburn and her eyes to 
a shade of jade green. To chase away the effects of his sobering 
words, she chose a jumper and Scots kilt to wear to work. She thought 
it made her look a bit like a carefree schoolgirl in uniform and the idea 
brightened her mood. 

She only wished she could find a way to brighten his. 

Hours later, Tonks sat at her desk on Level Two of the Ministry of 
Magic, trying to generate some genuine enthusiasm for her job. For 
the lack of an official intelligence assignment, she’d spent her entire 
day culling the archives for information on Newton Scamander. She’d 
surreptitiously pulled files containing his personal dossier, history with 
the Ministry, and his research but hadn’t done much with them yet. 
She was finding it difficult to concentrate on the dull material. 

Only the brief appearance of Shacklebolt had broken the tedium; 
otherwise the Auror Department was like a tomb. While the return of 
You-Know-Who was slowly becoming more of an accepted reality 
within Fudge’s delicately balanced government-media complex, the 
wheels of progress were moving forward at a glacial speed. 

From an official perspective, Aurors were still in a sort of No Man’s 
Land. They were charged with the responsibility of tracking Dark 
Wizards and supplying intelligence, but the Ministry itself was infested 
with officials, employees, and attachés of questionable motives and 
affiliations. 

The task of bringing any of them to justice was nearly impossible, 
considering the current political climate made the definition of Dark 
Wizard both unclear and dangerous. Meanwhile, Fudge continued to 
do the soft shoe for the public in terms of what actually threatened 
them. 

It was frustrating, irritating, and worst of all — boring. Although Aurors 
were required to put in hours at the office to earn their pay, until an 
official political direction was reestablished, they weren’t being allowed 
to do very much. It was all a big mess and one Tonks had little 


patience for anymore. If her status as an Auror weren’t so useful in 
serving the Order, she’d be tempted to quit. 

Such an attitude was new for her. Being an Auror and a representative 
of the Ministry had always been a source of great pride and 
accomplishment for Tonks. Her career had rescued her from a 
depressing, uncertain future — not to mention her dysfunctional family. 
Being part of the elite, respected cadre had given her life a sense of 
focus and meaning. She’d become more confident and self-directing. 
All of those were very good things and she remained grateful for the 
opportunities she’d been given. 

But it was as if she didn’t need it anymore — at least not for the same 
reasons. She was with Remus now and everything paled by 
comparison. She had different ideas in her mind these days and they 
pushed the concerns of her work responsibilities to the corners. Tonks 
found herself dwelling more and more on thoughts of a home and 
children; that is, when she could drag her mind from Remus. 

She often relived the experience of him biting her; it was a little secret 
she’d not even told him. Guiding herself through those moments again 
never failed to excite her. She never wanted to forget the sound of his 
howl against her ear, the hungry look in his yellow eyes, the shiver 
through her soul when she felt his teeth sink into her flesh, or the fever 
that swept her when their blood was mixed. His affect was one of 
thrilling madness and she hoped never to recover from it. 

Absently fingering the scar on the curve of her neck, Tonks smiled 
wickedly. Wherever he was and whatever he was doing, Remus was 
thinking of her at that very moment — and he knew she was thinking of 
him as well. She could feel it. Suddenly all warm and soft inside, she 
anxiously looked at the clock to see how long it would be until they 
could be alone again. 

It was half past three o’clock. 

To honor her promise to Remus as well as her own desire, she should 
leave soon. Tonks began to clear off her workspace, placing the 
collection of parchment in a large drawer of her desk and locking it with 
a flick of her wand. All the files and notes she had accumulated on 
Scamander could not be left out for anyone else to notice. As far as 
the world still knew, he was a respected scientist and paragon of 
society. But in light of what’s happened, he would not remain such if he 
thought he could come after Remus. She would see to that herself. 
Tonks pulled on her black cloak and was just about to leave when 
Arthur Weasley came bursting in, his face redder than his hair and his 
clothes soaking wet in places. 

“Ah, Tonks,” he said, trying to catch his breath, “so glad to have caught 
you. | need your help.” 

“What is it Arthur? | was about to go home.” 


“It’s the um...” He lowered his voice and glanced behind him before 
continuing. “The surveillance at Salisbury,” he finished with a whisper. 
“What about it?” 

“I’m supposed to be there — right now — to stand the watch.” 

“Right. And?” 

“| can’t possibly get there in time. It’s that infernal regurgitating toilet 
business again, I’m afraid. I've come straight away from the scene. 
Half the Misuse of Muggle Artifacts staff is out ill and no one’s in but 
Perkins. | can’t leave him on his own with the disaster. | just need thirty 
minutes — maybe forty-five, depending on how many memories need 
modifying.” 

“But | have... plans this evening, Arthur. | need to be home — “ 

“| wouldn’t ask except that Moody suggested you wouldn’t mind 
covering for me until | can get this nightmare resolved. It should be 
less than an hour. Will you not be a dear?” He wrung his hands 
anxiously. 

He truly was a nice man and at this moment quite pitiable, with water 
squishing out of his shoes as he shifted on his feet. He pulled a wet 
handkerchief and tried to wipe the spots from his glasses. 

Tonks glanced at the clock again. If she Apparated directly to the farm 
and stayed for only thirty minutes, she could still be home just a few 
minutes after sunset. Surely it wasn’t necessary to be more precise 
than that. 

“Make it thirty minutes, Arthur, and you have a deal. But only thirty,” 
she said firmly. 

“Bless you, dear, bless you. I'll relieve you as soon as | can,” he said, 
hustling away again in his sopping shoes. 

“Thirty minutes!” Tonks called after him warningly. Then she slipped 
the cloak hood over her head, concentrated on her destination, and 
Disapparated for the farm. 

Tonks appeared just beyond the oak grove near the front of the dark 
farmhouse, almost exactly where she and Remus had landed on their 
brooms that clear summer night a few months ago. But tonight it was 
raining a steady downpour and she made a break for the cover of the 
front porch eave. The sky was already a great deal darker than she’d 
expected. Just thirty minutes. 

Turning along the left side of the house, she slipped through the 
channel between the stone wall and the curtain of water dripping from 
the overflowing gutters on the second-story roofline. Tonks looked 
ahead, barely able to make out the barn she knew to be across the 
way. 

She came to a stop when her left boot splashed in a puddle at the 
corner of the house and she quickly scanned the darkness beyond. It 


seemed impossible that the noise she’d made could be heard through 
the din of the rain, but the unmistakable glow of a wand tip flashed 
twice from the shadows. It was Moody’s standard signal; he’d seen her 
with that eye of his. 

Rather than risk crossing in the open, Tonks Apparated across the gap 
and an instant later was standing with what looked liked Moody’s 
disembodied head. He’d pulled back the hood of his Invisibility Cloak 
to reveal his face while the rest of him remained hidden. 

“Where’s Vance?” she whispered. 

“Just there,” he indicated with his chiseled chin, “at the other side of 
the house. I’ve ordered her to be a lookout and to involve herself only if 
absolutely necessary. She’s neither an Auror nor _ particularly 
experienced in this sort of mission work. | don’t want her in the fray — 
should it come to that. You'll have my back until Weasley gets here.” 
“What's your plan?” she asked quietly, looking over Mad-Eye’s 
shoulder in the direction of the invisible structure. 

“If all our theories are correct and Lupin and Snape have done their bit, 
one of our dear friends should appear to check things out, believing of 
course they’ve got the jump on us. They will probably want to recast 
the disillusioning charm, just to be on the safe side — or they'll go in 
for a security sweep. Either way, I'll get inside.” 

“Should you do that alone?” Although Tonks could not see it, she had 
the strange feeling Moody’s magical blue eye had swiveled to the back 
of its socket and was staring at her. 

“They have no idea we’re here and I'll be cloaked. Like stealing candy 
from a laughing baby’s mouth,” he said. 

Minutes ticked by while the rain poured and darkness fell completely. 
As tension filled her, Tonks felt like a green cadet. Her mouth was dry 
and her muscles quivered in the chill of the cold dampness around her. 
In retrospect, the kilt had not been a clever choice. 

Having lost track of how long she had already been there, Tonks also 
realised she'd foolishly neglected to wear a watch. She was just about 
to ask Moody the time when a blinding light rent the darkness. 

The Death Eaters had arrived. 

“I’m going in,” Moody growled as his head disappeared into the cloak. 
An instant later a faint popping sound let Tonks know he had made his 
move and then, after a few more moments had passed, the tear in the 
blackened sky was sealed again. All she could do now was wait. 
Shivering against the cold, Tonks tried to keep her eyes trained in the 
direction of where the light had been. The shape of the door that had 
appeared was imprinted in her eyes like a sunspot and she could 
hardly see past it. She shook her head in a vain attempt to clear it and 
nearly lost her balance from dizziness. 

Suddenly she was not feeling at all well and nausea threatened her 


composure. 

In growing desperation, she glanced back toward the house in search 
of some sign of Arthur Weasley but saw nothing. No movement at all 
and no sound but the endless, splattering rain. She tried to make out 
where Vance was hidden but the sunspot got in the way again. 

Tonks was beginning to feel panicked. A clammy sweat crept across 
her and another wave of nausea rolled through her stomach. She 
leaned against the side of the barn, forcing herself to take deep, 
calming breaths. Arthur would be there any minute and she could go 
home. She could be with Remus. 

More deep breaths. Tonks made an effort to concentrate on what she 
was there for. Moody. She refused to think of how ill she was feeling. 
Where was Arthur Weasley? 

Closing her eyes and hoping for a moment of relief, she was 
immediately sorry. The entire universe seemed to be spinning inside 
her head and the sunspot was now joined by other images — strange 
and disturbing forms approaching from the edge of her mind. Her body 
sagged and she slipped a little down the edge of the rough barn siding, 
slicing the fleshy part of her hand on an exposed nail. 

A sweet metallic smell hit her like a slap in the face. The smell of 
blood. 

The strange images in her head were growing larger and brighter — as 
if they were fighting to get out of her now-aching skull. Another wave of 
nausea came and went and she felt pain in her arms and legs. 

Remus. She needed Remus. 

She began to cry for him, calling his name over and over inside her 
head, pleading for him to come. She was genuinely afraid now. /t was 
so very cold. 

She knew she was near to fainting but couldn’t give in. She had to 
cover Moody. He was counting on her. 

With her last bit of strength and awareness Tonks clawed at the wall 
and righted herself, still leaning against it for support. Through the 
persistent sunspot and grotesque imagery, she tried again to scan for 
her relief. 

The figure of a man emerged from the shadows, overcoat flowing as 
he moved toward her quickly in the heavy rain. Tonks blinked, trying to 
clear the visions and tears from her eyes. A sob caught in her throat 
when she could finally see his rain-soaked face. 

Remus reached out for her and she collapsed in his arms. 

“Moody...” It was all she could manage to whisper before everything 
went black. 
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Chapter 23: No Rest for the Wicked 


Remus gave no thought to the cold water that filled his worn shoes. 
Holding Tonks tightly in his arms, he had Apparated near the house in 
Stirling, his feet materialising in a small pool of rainwater that had 
collected in the dark lane. This time he hadn’t dared to try for inside the 
house or even near it; his concentration wasn’t in top form and 
splinching was the last thing either of them needed — especially with 
her on the verge of transformation. 

The rain was pounding in Stirling just as it had been in Salisbury and 
Remus tightened his hold on Tonks, then ducked his head and ran, 
quickly covering the distance to the front door. His arm slung around 
her waist, he carefully set her onto her feet before hurriedly fishing for 
his wand. Tonks fumbled her quivering arms around his neck as he 
released the spell on the door. 

“I’m s-sorry,” she mumbled, resting the side of her head against his 
damp jumper. She had the fever already and was trembling terribly 
from chills. “Arthur s-s-said only th-thirty m-minutes—” 

“It doesn’t matter now, love,” he murmured soothingly against her ear, 
“| found you.” If he hadn't, well, he wouldn't think about that now. 

Wand still in his hand, he scooped her back into his arms and pushed 
past the threshold, kicking the door shut behind them. He cast the 
same spell that he’d always used to lock himself inside the Shrieking 
Shack and then in swift strides, carried her upstairs to what used to be 
his parents’s room. It shared the chimney with the lounge below and 
there he could at least make her warm and dry, if not comfortable. He 
set a blaze in the brick fireplace and with two extra tics of the wand it 
was roaring. 

Remus bent and gently placed her upon the bed, easing her arms from 
around his neck. He lit a candle on the bedside table, then worked to 
remove all of the wet clothing that clung to her shivering body. She 
was soaked to the skin but soon, he hoped, the fire’s heat would ease 
the chills. She relaxed a little into the bed’s softness and her eyes 
drifted closed. As her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, his hand 
strayed over her fluttering heart. 

“Moody,” she whispered. 

“He’s covered,” he reassured her, removing his own rain-soaked 
overcoat and jumper, then his wet shoes and socks before sitting down 
on the edge of the bed. “Arthur and | arrived at nearly the same time.” 
Remus had panicked when Tonks did not come home as they'd 
agreed. He’d gone to the Ministry in search of her and simply lucked 
into Weasley, who was on his way to Salisbury to relieve her. 

“| d-didn’t see him.” 


“He went round the other side to check on Vance. Please, love, don’t 
worry about that now.” 

She smiled faintly and nodded, eyes still closed. “Yes, h-husband.” 
Remus felt the familiar tugging in his heart at her teasing. Before he 
had been able to reach her at the farm, he had sensed her feelings of 
terror. Brave and stubbornly optimistic people like Tonks tend to fear 
the loss of control more than anything — and she was facing 
something terrible and frightening that she could not prevent. But for 
Moody’s sake she had stayed at her post. Love and pride 
overwhelmed him. 

“How do you feel?” He wiped the raindrops away from her forehead 
with a sweep of his fingers. 

“Aching. A bit sick. | s-see strange things — in my head,” she said 
quietly. “I f-feel cold.” 

Remus shifted and smoothed his hands over her warming skin, 
massaging the muscles of her arms and legs. “Fever and 
hallucinations are the first signs,” he said, speaking as calmly as he 
could. “They begin when the sun has set and the full moon starts to 
rise — even when you can't see it.” 

“It is like this for you?” 

“Without Wolfsbane, certainly. Even with it there are times when | still 
have the fever and visions, other instincts. The potion suppresses 
most symptoms of lycanthropy, most of the time. But it is not a miracle 
cure.” 

“Is that why you didn’t ask me to take it?” She opened her glassy, jade- 
green eyes to look at him. 

“It is a recent discovery and all its side effects are not known. The 
moon’s power will complete the conversion that began in your body 
after the bite,” he hesitated, trying to keep the emotion out of his voice. 
“| was afraid the potion would interfere with that process in some way, 
causing you more harm than good. | was afraid — “ 

“Because I’m different,” she added. Her eyes drifted shut again. 

“Yes.” 

For a long time he continued to gently massage her, no sound but the 
flames and lashing rain to intrude on the quiet. The fire had quickly 
brought the room to a near roasting heat and for the most part her 
tremors had stopped. 

“| don’t feel sick anymore.” 

“That's good.” Remus couldn’t bring himself to say any more than that. 
It seemed impossible that she actually felt better and he was afraid of 
giving her any false hope, simply because she seemed to be doing 
better at that point than he had expected. It was only a small reprieve 
before the worst would set in. 

“Remus?” Her eyes found his again and he stilled his hands. 


“Yes?” 

“Hold me — please?” 

It wouldn’t help her, but he wasn’t about to deny her either. He stood in 
the stifling heat and removed his shirt, then walked to the edge of the 
bed furthest from the fire and lay down beside her. Tonks turned on 
her side and moved into his open arms. The fire’s flames reflected gold 
in her auburn hair. 

“| love you madly, Remus. Have | mentioned that?” 

“Once or twice. But | don’t mind when you repeat yourself.” 

They lapsed into silence. It was an oppressive feeling, just lying there, 
waiting for penance to be exacted. Remus knew from experience that 
there was no escape, no sense in begging for mercy; the moon would 
surely find them and show no compassion. 

“If it happens, | can’t — | won’t hurt you, will |?” 

“No, love. You won't hurt me.” 

“But you’ve taken the potion — and you can’t transform, can you?” 
“No.” 

At least he didn’t think he could. In truth, he didn’t really know what to 
expect, any more than she did. He hadn’t faced another werewolf 
since the night he was bitten. He’d never even seen another one 
during transformation. And she was his mate; he had no way of 
knowing how her behaviour was going to affect his instincts or his 
control. 

Remus could only hope that the Wolfsbane would hold. He would need 
his wits to restrain her, to prevent her from self-inflicting scratches and 
bites as he had done. It would be impossible to hide their secret if she 
were to suddenly bear rapidly healed scars. But if worse came to 
worse, he prayed that the spell he’d placed on the house held, should 
they both get loose. 

“You might see me as a — as a horrible, snarling beast.” There was a 
catch in her soft voice. 

“Just as you have seen me.” He nudged her to pull back and saw the 
shine of tears in her eyes. “It won’t make me love you less, if that’s 
what you fear — it can’t. It is my love that has made you this way. We 
are the same now and | will never leave you.” 

Tears eased from the corners of her eyes when she closed them and 
he caught one with his thumb, the other with his lips as it slid over the 
bridge of her nose. As she tipped her face up and kissed him softly, he 
carefully rolled her onto her back. 

“You should rest now.” 

Tonks nodded, settling back into the mattress. But within seconds a 
seizure jerked her body and her face contorted in pain. Her eyelids 
snapped open again, revealing bright amber eyes. The transformation 
was beginning in earnest and Remus tried to mentally prepare himself 


for the worst. 

Dark purple lines were appearing everywhere on her face, neck, and 
chest. Another spasm came and Tonks arched off the bed, twisting 
and shaking. Remus could do nothing but watch and listen in abject 
misery as the bones in her body began to grind and crack. The yellow 
eyes never left his face, even as the surface of her skin stretched and 
the muscle beneath expanded. 

Emotion choking him, her cries of agony pierced his heart and he 
instantly felt strange; the curse was also at work within his own body. 
Part of him ached to help her, to ease her pain, to take the suffering 
upon himself. But another part longed to join her in transformation. 

Her head rocking from side to side on the pillow, the shape of her face 
was changing and shifting; her hands and feet cracked and 
lengthened, fingers and toes curving into claws. 

But just as suddenly as the onslaught had begun, it ceased. She was 
panting and in pain, but the changes in her appearance and within her 
body were losing momentum. She was fighting it, Remus watched in 
disbelief as Tonks struggled to bring the force of transformation under 
her control. 

“| feel it—” she whispered in a strange, husky voice, “trying to — 
change me...” 

Remus was stunned. He could not understand how she was able to 
think, much less speak. 

Tonks screwed her eyes shut as if in concentration and after a few 
moments she seemed to be melting. Her bones and muscle were 
slowly shrinking back into place and the purple streaks had faded 
somewhat. But the effort was draining and as her energy slipped, 
another spasm gripped her. She arched from the bed once more and 
cried out. A few of her ribs had cracked again but she fought to restore 
them. Her will was holding the mutations at bay. 

Finally she lay still and Remus realised that the worst of the 
transformation had passed. It was over. Her breathing remained 
shallow as she closed her eyes and rested. 

His gaze lingered on her face, noticing the subtle wolfishness in some 
of the features. Her ears had sharpened to points and her hair had 
returned to its natural shade of dark brown that she wore most often. 
There was a slight upward curve to her eyes but her perfect lips were 
unchanged. 

Remus allowed his eyes to drift along her naked body. It was 
somehow fuller and yet more angular at the same time, and her skin 
had darkened from its normal creamy white. Her arms and legs were 
slightly longer, but her hands and feet had returned to nearly proper 
shape. 

Perhaps there was a pattern he could not recognise, but it made no 


sense to him how she had been able to influence some aspects of the 
transformation and not others. But that she could have done so at all 
was beyond his reason. 

It occurred to him then, what a strange set of contrasts she had 
become: the natural alongside the implicitly unnatural. It was as if she 
were an entirely new creature, neither Tonks nor a werewolf, but 
somewhere in between. 

The look of her in this form touched something deep inside him; the 
effect was unlike anything he had ever experienced before, even with 
her. A primal instinct was awakening, one that had lain dormant in his 
bones until this moment — the moment when he looked upon his 
eternal mate without the fragile veil of humanity. 

Remus felt an intense, searing heat in his blood. His teeth were 
lengthening and a pulsing strength rippled through his muscles. As the 
need to possess her overtook him, reality was reduced to the horizon 
and the earlier fears he’d had of the Wolfsbane being compromised 
were shoved out of his mind. 

He tore off what remained of his clothing, hungry for the sensation of 
flesh upon flesh. He lowered his mouth to the crest of her hip, trailing 
soft bites along her skin. Slowly working his way up, the sound of her 
husky voice resonated through him and her body writhed beneath his 
hands. Their mouths met roughly, teeth clashing and biting. 

As he moved to settle over her, she held him back and then turned 
over beneath him. Rising up, she pressed her body backward against 
him. The glint in the eye she cast over her shoulder was one of pure 
wildness and the last of his rational thought fell away, piece by piece, 
as the fire of lust slowly consumed him. 

And he was approaching delirium, sheathed in fathomless warmth. 
Each slow, purposeful thrust gave him even more power over her. His 
hands twisted her full hips against him in a slow figure eight and she 
arched her glistening back toward his chest, fusing them together. As 
he phased from man to beast and back again, so she also phased. It 
was a oneness he had never experienced, never thought possible. 
Urged by ancient instinct, he sunk his teeth into the back of her neck, 
the taste of her blood exciting him to madness as he drove them to 
completion. 

The rain continued to hammer outside. Remus presumed it must have 
done so throughout the night, although he’d had no awareness of it. 
With a few exceptions, most of what he could recall from the last few 
hours was a haze of lust. 

Sitting in front of the small fire he’d made in the lounge grate, he was 
half-dressed and absently drinking his tea. It was stale and mostly 
flavourless, having been in the pantry for an age, but he didn’t care 


much; there were a lot of other things fighting for attention in his mind. 
Tonks had astounded him. Her ability to control even part of the 
transformation was incredible. It had not been complete or nearly as 
horrible as he had imagined and he was very grateful to have been 
wrong. However, Remus still couldn’t bring himself to feel entirely 
positive about the night’s events. 

There were so many unanswered questions, the answers to which 
would impact their future lives. Was what she accomplished last night 
an indication that she would be able to control her transformation each 
time? If she hadn’t fought against it, would she have fully transformed? 
Was it possible that, given her unique abilities, she could transform at 
will? 

Her status now was indefinable — even to him. Was she truly a 
werewolf or was she some kind of crossbreed? In principle it didn’t 
matter to him. He was still in love with her and it had no bearing on 
their physical bond. If last night had proved anything, it was that they 
were most definitely a mated pair. 

But such a distinction in her classification would certainly matter to 
Newton Scamander, should he ever discover the truth. His entire 
career and reputation was built upon the rigorous categorisation of 
beasts and nature’s anomalies. Remus could only imagine the 
enthusiasm with which the beast hunter would examine Tonks, 
himself, and the mysteries of their relationship. The thought made him 
sick. 

The question of Tonks taking Wolfsbane nagged at him too. Remus 
wondered what its effect on her might be. Would it help or hinder her? 
He’d investigated the potion and its properties before he began the 
regimen himself, but naturally at that time he hadn’t considered its 
effect on a Metamorphmagus-werewolf. 

He needed to find out more about it, but doing so would raise the 
spectre of dealing with Snape — whose knowledge of the potion and 
its pharmacology was superior. Remus was loath to take Severus into 
his confidence. He simply couldn’t envision the conversation — how he 
would bring himself to explain that he’d taken Tonks as mate, or 
describe the private details of their behaviour under the curse. Remus 
could just hear Snape’s sibilant sneering upon hearing the news of 
their marriage and shuddered at the thought. 

Perhaps he was simply too tired to think on it now. He would have 
loved a longer lie in, but it was past twelve o’clockas it was and no 
doubt Moody was in a rage over their unexplained disappearance. But 
he’d given Tonks some extra time to sleep because she needed it. 
Remus preferred she didn’t return looking too much like a black-eyed 
shadow or he might have to answer for that as well. Life at number 
twelve was too much like living in a grindylow tank. It was difficult to 


retain secrets, much less any privacy. 

That fact was brought into sharp relief by being alone with Tonks here, 
at his own home. It was a nice feeling and one he would like to explore 
without the anxiety of transformations, or shadowy futures, or duty 
getting in the way. He wondered how long it would be before they 
could have that chance. He looked into his cup. The first thing they 
would do is buy tea. 

A creak on the stairs let him know that Tonks was up and headed his 
way. She shuffled in wearing his dress shirt and the knitted throw from 
the bedroom chair was wrapped around her shoulders. She rubbed at 
her eyes, the cuffs of the shirt covering her fists. She moved directly to 
him and sat on his thigh, resting her head on his shoulder. 

“Is that tea?” 

“Not really. It’s more like tea-ish warm water. Well, it was warm.” She 
wrinkled her nose at it and flicked her fingers through the hair at the 
nape of his neck as he set the cup aside. “How are you feeling, love? 
Are you all right?” 

“I’m so, so tired. And sore. | could sleep for a month, | think.” 


“What you managed last night against the curse was — it was 
incredible.” He rubbed her back with the palm of his hand. “I’m very 
impressed.” 


She didn’t look at him but she was smiling. “And you didn’t think | could 
do it.” 

“You know, just before you came down | was sitting here thinking that 
there will be no living with you now.” He smiled back at her. 

She traced a finger along her favourite scar on his chest. “Well, it did 
work differently than | had thought it would — | mean, the way it felt. 
The changes happened so fast and they came from my body, not from 
my mind. It’s hard to explain.” 

“How much can you remember?” 

“| remember pain. | remember blinding flashes of frightening thoughts 
and feelings that didn’t make any sense. And then a—’” She paused. 
“What, love?” 

“A — a sort of dark, lonely hunger — a need that could never be 
satisfied,” she said distantly. “| don’t know how to describe it.” 

“You don’t have to. | understand. That same feeling comes upon me 
too, just before transformation. It is the evil of it, | think,” he said 
quietly. 

They sat in silence a few moments, her small fingers still playing in his 
hair. 

“After that, there are blanks spaces where | can’t remember anything 
at all. But then my thoughts were sort of sown back together and | 
became aware of what was happening — and that | could change it.” 
“Amazing.” 


“And | remember you.” She lifted her mouth to his ear. “I remember 
what we did,” she whispered. 

It seemed a foolish thing to blush in front of one’s own wife, but he 
couldn't help it. He slipped his hand to the back of her neck and felt the 
healed scars from his teeth there. “I remember too.” 

“Oh Remus,” she settled back against his shoulder. “I never want to 
leave here.” 

“But we must.” He had to pull himself together. “And now. It’s very late 
already and we should get back. I’m keen to know the results of the 
mission.” 

She raised her head and looked him in the eye. “Of course. The 
mission. I'll get dressed.” 

Upon their return to number twelve, Tonks went on upstairs to get 
cleaned up and into a change of clothes. Even the dimmest person 
would be likely to notice if she wore a Scots kilt two days in a row, and 
they preferred as few clues as possible to indicate they had both been 
out all night. Catching him in the same clothes twice was nothing; 
everyone knew of his wardrobe limitations. 

Remus walked the hallway to the kitchen but found no one there. The 
sound of shuffling parchment caught his ear; someone was at work in 
the office. He moved to the doorway, hoping against hope it was 
Dumbledore, but it was Moody. 

“Alastor.” Remus nodded politely. “How did the mission go last night?” 
“How did the mission go?” Moody stared back at him. 

“Yes. | was wondering if you’d managed to discover anything — if 
there was any evidence to tie in with the Muggle murders.” 

“That’s a fine question,” said Moody coldly. 

“Sorry?” 

“Where is Tonks?” 

Remus was already beginning to feel angry and knew he would have 
to be careful what he said. Moody was impossibly direct, typically 
lacking any social graces whatsoever, and the tone of his voice could 
shred dragonhide. 

“| don’t believe I’m required to answer that question.” 

“Don’t dare to think you can stand there and play cat and mouse with 
me.” 

Remus said nothing but met the other man’s strange gaze. 

“She was last seen on active duty last night — that is until you showed 
up. I’m told you muscled her away — not even bothering to ensure her 
safety by Apparating separately.” 

Moody was out of his depth on this one and yet Remus clenched his 
teeth and remained silent. 

“| told you from the off that | didn’t fancy your relationship with her,” he 


growled. “You’re not but a drifter. You’ve no proper job, no 
responsibilities, no ties. | warned you that | would not tolerate Tonks 
being treated in an irresponsible and cavalier manner.” 

“Just how has she been mistreated?” 

“Your careless, adolescent behaviour has infected her judgment. 
Through your influence she deserted her post at the most crucial 
moment of a mission — jeopardising its success and the lives of 
others. The sort of error that would go on her permanent record.” 

“You mean she deserted Arthur Weasley’s post.” 

“Oh but you’re a cheeky bastard, Lupin.” Moody glared at him. 
“Although | really can’t hope for better from you, since you have no 
experience with the demands and expectations of a profession.” 

For such an artless man, Moody knew how to strike at the heart. 

“In light of what’s happened, | intend to demand that Dumbledore expel 
you from the Order.” 

Although he had a vague sense they were coming, Moody’s words hurt 
Remus more than he’d expected. He hid his wounded pride by staring 
momentarily at his shoes. He’d been shunned by many people and 
made to feel unwelcome in so many places, but he never thought the 
Order would be one of them. 

“You can have me thrown out if you wish, Alastor. | can’t stop you.” 
Remus leveled his gaze at Moody again. “But it won’t keep me away 
from Tonks. Accept it.” 

“Well, we shall see about that. Don’t forget, Lupin, she is an Auror 
under my command here.” 

“And she’s my wife. | believe that’s trump.” 

That sent Moody’s magic eye spinning. 
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Chapter 24: Beyond Family 


The shower’s hot water felt so good as it effortlessly eased away some 
of the soreness in her body that remained from the night before. 
Although Tonks was very pleased she’d proven herself capable of 
manipulating how the curse worked within her body, the transformation 
had been excruciatingly painful. But it was a short-lived agony and, 
after having seen what Remus had undergone during the process, it 
was something she had expected to endure at least to some degree. 
However, Tonks had not expected the horrible sense of evil that had 
come over her during the ordeal. It was a deep, dark terror she 
couldn’t possibly have imagined and she was far more afraid of its 
return than the physical pain. She hadn’t said as much to Remus 
because she knew only too well how the knowledge would affect him. 
It would magnify the guilt he already heaped upon his noble heart and 
it wasn’t his fault. It was what she had chosen. 

And she had no regrets. Regardless of the negative aspects, she and 
Remus were now one. Inseparable in a way that others would never 
fully understand. Six months ago, Tonks would not have guessed that 
she could be so happy. It would have seemed impossible that an 
amazing, wonderful man like Remus would be in her life — that he 
would want her, need her, claim her. But he did. 

Her thoughts drifted back to him, to his body — to what they had done 
in that bed last night. Remus had brought her alive in yet a different 
way; she was possessed by a new consuming, womanly feeling and 
her desire for him was even greater than it had been before. Each 
moment on her own was spent in anxious anticipation of being with 
him again. 

Tonks turned off the taps and stepped from the shower. The steam 
billowed out into the bathroom, covering every surface and filling even 
the tiniest of spaces with warm mist. She dried off and wrapped the 
thick towel around her head, then wiped the condensation from the 
mirror on the door and stood back to have a look at herself. 

Between the heat of the water and the love that filled her heart, every 
inch of her flesh seemed to be full and glowing. The pink in her cheeks 
reminded her of the blush on his face earlier when she’d whispered to 
him of their intimate acts. Even his boyishness excited her. She 
watched as a knowing smile crept onto her face and her eyes sparkled 
in the reflection. 

Reluctantly setting aside her naughty daydreams, Tonks dressed and 
massaged a bit more of the dampness out of her hair, then hung the 
towel on a rack to dry. It wasn’t until she stepped from the bathroom 
and into the hallway that she heard the shouting. 


Stopping in her tracks, she trained an ear on the angry voices filtering 
up from the small office beyond the kitchen downstairs. As the volume 
rose and fell, Tonks could not make out what they were saying but she 
knew to whom the voices belonged; Remus and Moody were in the 
midst of a fierce row. 

She wasted no time and flew down the stairs. Pausing near the 
summerhouse painting, she covertly cast the spell to filter out the 
raging conversation before any more of it could reach unfriendly ears. 
Then she moved slowly and quietly toward the open office door, taking 
care to stay out of sight until she had a better understanding of what 
was going on. 

“You don’t deny that you spirited Tonks away from the mission site 
without so much as a word, and yet you have given me no reasonable 
explanation for it,” Moody shouted. 

“| Knew Arthur had arrived to provide cover and Tonks was free to go. 
Beyond that, | do not owe you an explanation of my actions with 
respect to my own wife! My reasons were — and still are — private, 
and that’s an end to it,” Remus said angrily. 

“Well look who’s suddenly above any accountability to the rest of the 
Order,” Moody sneered. 

“Listen to me Alastor,” said Remus, his voice strained by the effort to 
restore calm, “I am trying to appreciate your viewpoint — and your 
concern for Tonks — but you don’t make it easy. | understand that you 
sincerely believe you know what's best, but with all due respect — “ 
“Oh, and | suppose you do know what’s best?” Moody snorted. “If you 
did, you would have left her alone when | told you to — before it went 
this far,” he hissed. “Married,” Moody spit the word out as if it were 
poison. 

“Alastor—” Remus said warningly. 

“| may not be an expert, but don’t think that | don’t know. You won't 
stop until you’ve made her a victim to the same horrible disease you 
suffer with — you can’t help it, | suppose. But you can’t expect me to 
stand by while you ruin her life — | won't.” Mad-Eye’s voice was rising 
again. 

“What | expectis that you'll accept it is not for you to say or to 
interfere,” Remus said heatedly. “I am her husband now, whether you 
care for the arrangement or not.” 

“A husband should have better judgment. Better influence. You will 
destroy her career — mark my words. Your presence in her life 
threatens her! Where is all the thoughtful, insightful compassion for 
which you are reportedly so famous?” Moody demanded. “How can 
you not see — not realise what this will do to her reputation, her future, 
herlife?” 

Tonks could hear Remus sigh heavily. 


“| do realise, Alastor, and in many more ways than you could possibly 
comprehend,” Remus said, his voice almost brittle. “There is no 
question or ugly reality I've not considered, no concern for her that I’ve 
not already felt. But it’s not as simple as that anymore.” He hesitated. “I 
love her.” 

“Bringing your curse upon her profits no one but you. Some scrap of 
parchment in the marriage clerk’s office is hardly a compensation for 
the grave danger you're placing her in. You mustend this madness 
before it is too late,” Moody said flatly, then added, “You say it is all 
love on your part, but | should call it selfishness.” 

Whether he meant well or not, Moody was totally out of line and Tonks 
had heard enough. She wasn't going to allow Remus to be treated this 
way, especially since he was only enduring it to shield her — again. 
She covered the remaining distance silently and entered the office. 
Moody was standing behind the desk, his craggy face flushed. Remus 
stood across from him and behind one of the chairs; his knuckles were 
white from the pressure of his grip upon the back of it. She spoke 
before either of them could react to her sudden arrival. 

“Remus is the least selfish man alive, Mad-Eye, and you owe him an 
apology.” 

“Tonks—” Moody began. 

“No. You've got it wrong, Moody. All of it. Remus has always thought 
of me, of my best interests before his own.” 

“It’s all right, love. You don’t have to explain,” Remus said quietly. 

“But | want to,” she glanced briefly at Remus before continuing. “I want 
Mad-Eye to know.” 

“Know what?” Moody’s blue eye was swiveling back and forth between 
them. 

“That you’re wrong about Remus. That he would never have done it for 
himself. That it was my own choice — a choice | made against his will,” 
she said plainly. 

“What can you mean?” Moody was growing visibly anxious. 

“| mean that it is already too late, Mad-Eye. | received the bite a month 
ago and werewolf blood flows in my veins as surely as it does his. Our 
bond is complete and nothing can separate us now. Nothing.” Tonks 
said the last few words with a touch of defiance. 

Moody paled and his grizzled features took on a look of shock. He 
seemed to falter for an instant; his already uneven feet, one flesh and 
one wooden, were that much more unsteady and he suddenly dropped 
rather than sat back into the chair. 

“| see,” he said, his voice was but a gruff whisper. 

“Last night was the full moon,” she continued. “The first since I’d been 
bitten. Remus knew it wasn’t safe, that | should be with him so he 
could — help me. But when Arthur found me at the Ministry and said 


you were already at the farm and unprotected, | had to go. | couldn’t let 
you down,” she said quietly, “even if it meant going against my 
husband’s wisdom.” 

Moody nodded in a strange way but said nothing. 

“| thought | had enough time but — “ she swallowed hard, “Remus 
came for me before | — well, before anything happened. That’s why he 
took me from my post, Mad-Eye.” 

For some time Moody did not look at either of them. His weathered 
hands fumbled amongst the papers on the desk, nervously 
straightening them as he apparently struggled to come to terms with 
what she’d said. Tonks glanced at Remus then, silently questioning 
what she should do next, but the look upon his face revealed no 
certain answers. 

When Moody finally raised his gaze he did not speak. His human eye 
was darkened with emotion and the magical one traveled the length of 
her, as if it were seeking the evidence of her new form. It made her 
feel strange, exposed —judged. 

At that moment, it occurred to her that this was the sort of treatment 
Remus had lived with all his life. But of all people, she wouldn't have 
expected it from Moody — and it hurt. The silence stretched on to the 
breaking point and Tonks could take no more of it. 

“Am | so different to you now? Someone you can no longer accept?” 
Pride pressured her to keep the vulnerability from her voice but she 
could not. 

She felt a light touch then, as Remus lovingly reached out and 
smoothed her damp hair with his long fingers. His hand gently rested 
on her back for a few moments before he allowed it to fall away to his 
side. 

“Dear child,” Moody choked out at last. He seemed overwhelmed by 
his own feelings as he struggled back to his feet. “Forgive a fool.” 
Without another word to either of them, he Disapparated. 

Tonks had failed entirely to make an appearance at work. After the 
initial admonishment, Remus had let the matter go. It seemed to her 
that despite his words to the contrary, he really didn’t want her to 
leave. They were both tired as arse from everything they had been 
through in the last twenty-four hours and neither had much ambition. 
The remainder of the afternoon had been spent smarting over Moody’s 
words, trying to understand the meaning of his extraordinary behaviour 
and unceremonious departure. Shacklebolt had dropped by earlier, 
looking for Moody. Tonks had told him truthfully that they’d met with 
him earlier, but he’d left without an indication of his plans for the 
afternoon. 

Other than that visit they'd been left alone in the house. She had made 


a simple supper that they both had only picked at, although the wine 
meant to accompany the food had helped ease their nerves 
somewhat. 

As it stood, their circumstances were rather unclear. Based on what 
Mad-Eye had threatened, Remus didn’t know if he remained a member 
of the Order or not and this left Tonks at a loss as to how she should 
react. The purpose, goals, and needs of the Order far exceeded any 
personal issues and both she and Remus agreed it was important to 
remember their priorities. Voldemort certainly would not put his plans 
on hold while they worked out their differences with Moody. 

At the same time though, Tonks was indignant. Remus had done 
nothing wrong and nothing that should cost him his dignity or place 
within the Order — not to mention the trust he held in Dumbledore’s 
eyes. She was not keen to stay on without him and not just out of 
principle or loyalty. If he should be turned out of the inner circle, he 
would not be allowed to continue living at number twelve and that was 
a daunting prospect in terms of their relationship. 

“Why don’t we just stay in Stirling,” she finally asked. 

“| suppose we could for a few days,” Remus said thoughtfully, “but not 
for long. We can barely hide our relationship here. It would be a little 
obvious if we both moved out at the same time — to the very same 
place.” 

“You're right, | know,” she said, sulking just a bit. Their lives were so 
wonderful and yet so frustrating all at once. 

“I’m sorry, love.” 

He laid his open hand out on the table and she slipped hers into his 
palm, his thumb lightly stroking the back of her fingers. She smiled at 
him. 

“| don’t understand why you've not been staying there all this time,” 
she said. “It’s so beautiful and private. Why would you ever choose 
this?” She looked up and motioned around with her free hand, 
indicating the dingy, depressing expanse of number twelve. 

“Because it’s not my house.” 

“What do you mean? You were raised there.” 

“True, and | have stayed there on occasion in years past — like last 
summer when Sirius stayed as well. I've used the place for many 
things,” his voice grew distant along with his thoughts. 

Tonks knew he was thinking of what now lies at the bottom of the 
stream and how it got there. She tipped her head to catch his eye and 
then he flashed a quirky, self-conscious smile. 

“But it remains my father’s house,” he said at last. 

“You said yourself he’s not lived in it for decades. Surely he wouldn’t 
mind his own son living there, especially when he’s traveling abroad?” 
“Probably not, but still. His son has a wife now, and if we set up house 


there we might never leave.” He squeezed her hand. 

“Hmm. That sounds like heaven to me, mate,” she said dreamily. 

As Tonks leaned over the corner of the table, Remus met her half way 
and they shared a single, slow kiss. They each pulled back slightly, 
just a few inches apart as they looked into each other’s eyes. 

“You know,” his voice was husky now as his warm eyes wandered 
over her face, “you are so beautiful. And | ask myself every day how | 
could be so lucky.” He sighed. 

“Talk like that will only get you dragged upstairs,” she murmured, 
completely mesmerised by him. 

“l'll take my chances.” 

He closed the gap between them and kissed her slowly again. And 
again. She was sliding into the warm, soft dizziness when she felt his 
lips leave hers. Someone had just entered and closed the front door. 
Forcing their feelings to cool, they both straightened up in their chairs. 
Tonks banished the after dishes to the washbasin just as Dumbledore 
came into the kitchen. 

“Good evening, Remus, Tonks,” said Dumbledore, nodding to each of 
them. He was dressed in very casual robes and although he made an 
effort to appear relaxed, Tonks could tell he was as tired as usual. 
Remus nodded in greeting. 

“We didn’t expect to see you tonight, sir. Can | get you some supper?” 
“No thank you, my dear. | took my meal with the school children 
earlier. But I'd have some wine, if | may?” His eyes sparked as he 
smiled and he moved to take a seat across from hers at the table. 
“Sure thing.” Tonks went to the cabinet and bent to retrieve another 
wineglass from the bottom shelf. The sleeve of her jumper caught one 
of the other goblets, sending them all crashing together inside the 
cupboard. “Oh bugger,” she said to herself, hands flying to still the 
clanging. In a fit of pique, she decided to just leave the mess and took 
a single goblet before closing the cabinet. She returned to the table 
sheepishly. “Sorry.” 

“Not to worry, my dear. It has been a long and trying few days,” 
Dumbledore said before tipping his head to look over his _half- 
spectacles. “But then, | don’t need to remind either of you that, do |?” 
“No, not really,” said Remus wryly. “The thought had occurred to us.” 
“How are you, my dear?” Dumbledore’s kindly voice belied the 
intensity of his gaze. She knew he was asking specifically about her 
transformation last night. 

“I’m all right. Tired, but all right.” 

He looked to Remus for confirmation. 

“It went better than | dared to hope. She was able to control much of 
the transformation.” Remus glanced at her and his voice softened as 
he hesitated. “She was amazing.” 


“That is indeed a blessing,” Dumbledore mused. “In all my long years, 
I've never met a more remarkable and lovely person.” He looked at her 
directly, a mysterious smile on his face. 

Tonks felt a blush heat her skin. 

“Your humility does you much honor, my dear, although perhaps it has 
served to obscure the truth from you at times.” 

“Sir?” Tonks was genuinely confused as to his meaning. 

“Alastor descended upon me at the school today. He was, in his own 
way, most upset.” 

“| think that makes three of us,” Tonks said plainly. “He said appalling 
things to Remus. Things I’m not certain | can forgive.” 

“That would be a shame.” Dumbledore took a sip of wine and set the 
goblet back upon the table, his tapered fingers twirling the stem in a 
continuous circle. “He cares for you very much, my dear.” 

“Well he’s got a right awful way of showing it. Ever since Remus and | 
— well, since we’ve been together, Moody’s treated him terribly. 
Needling him, making threats. And then what he said today? In light of 
what’s happened, how am | supposed to feel?” 

“| agree that Alastor is not an easy man and his methods are often 
difficult to appreciate. But as it is with each of us, he carries the weight 
of the past with him — memories and regrets and loss.” 

“Yes, sir.” Tonks really didn’t know what else to say, or what point 
Dumbledore was trying to make. 

“Few people know that Alastor Moody was once married,” Dumbledore 
leaned back in his chair and formed his fingers into a steeple. “Married 
to a lovely young lady with whom he had one child — a daughter.” 

“No, | didn’t know that,” Tonks said quietly. She glanced at Remus and 
he shook his head. 

“Sadly, both were taken from him — casualties during the year of 
Voldemort’s first rise. Following the tragedy, he threw himself into his 
work, volunteering for the worse and most dangerous assignments. 
His body bears the evidence of the brutality to which he subjected 
himself. It was punishment, you see, for the lapse in judgment that cost 
him his family.” 

“Constant vigilance,” said Remus, almost to himself. 

“Indeed, Remus. Unfortunately his vigilance is occasionally misguided 
and he lacks the ability to temper it, or to fashion it constructively.” 

“It seems to me, then, that Mad-Eye would value love — and support 
it, not try to tear it down.” Tonks was still feeling hurt and defensive. “| 
don’t understand how he could think so poorly of Remus — or why he 
would try to interfere in our happiness.” 

Dumbledore seemed lost in thought for a few moments before he 
spoke again. “You recall, of course, that after Newton Scamander’s 
appearance at the inquest, Alastor made it his business to make 


inquiries?” said Dumbledore. 

“Yes,” said Tonks uncertainly. This wasn’t even close to what she 
would have guessed he’d say next. 

“The results of those inquiries revealed a good deal of information. 
Certainly some of the details were along the lines of our expectations.” 
“In what way?” Remus was watching Dumbledore closely now. 

“In that he appears to be a sly, subtle, scheming man and well 
insulated by several layers of political allies, influential associates, and 
money.” 

“I can believe that’s true, at least from what I’ve been able to dig up on 
him in the public record,” Tonks agreed. 

“We also know, with some assurance, the established reason for 
Scamander’s seemingly sudden return to Britain from the depths of 
Brazil.” Dumbledore angled his gaze through his glasses. “Cornelius 
Fudge is reportedly arranging a gala to honor Scamander’s 
achievements in magizoology. Rumour has it that Order of Merlin, First 
Class may follow.” 

“First Class,” Remus repeated. “On what grounds?” 

“An excellent question, Remus, and one that | am unable to answer at 
the present time.” 

“How does any of this bear upon his appearance at the inquest?” said 
Remus. 

“It is in this area that things become much darker,” Dumbledore said 
gravely. “It would appear that some of the money that has been 
insulating him — money for research, endowments — has come back 
to haunt him.” 

“Are you saying he’s being blackmailed?” Tonks asked. 

“Perhaps. We know for certain that he is being persuaded by his 
benefactors to use his specific talents for less than exalted means. It is 
not yet clear if he or his family is being threatened, or if he is acting on 
his own free will.” 

“How did Moody come by this information?” Tonks knew Mad-Eye had 
loads of spies and contacts, but this sort of information was very 
detailed and would be difficult to attain — especially within a month’s 
time. 

“He employed the suggestion Severus made some time ago and sent 
Phineas Nigellus into the summerhouse painting.” 

Tonks suddenly felt sick. /t was her rotten family again. With Lucius in 
Azkaban and Bellatrix having mysteriously vanished, Narcissa was 
stepping up to fill the void. 

“It makes sense,” said Remus, his voice tense. “Scamander’s work is 
just the sort of thing that the Malfoys would consider worthy of 
sponsorship.” 

“| cannot disagree with your conclusion, Remus.” Dumbledore 


hesitated. “I’m afraid there is more. Scamander’s natural interests have 
been fueled with interesting facts. His suspicion that you had all but 
chosen a mate were confirmed by Tonks’ family, and he now knows 
that she is a Metamorphmagus. The unprecedented scientific 
opportunity has not been lost on him.” 

“But he doesn’t know about the bond — he couldn't possibly,” Tonks 
said anxiously. 

“It doesn't matter, love. It’s what he will assume.” Remus’s manner was 
suddenly cold and unreadable. 

The three of them sat for a while in contemplative silence. 

“Why didn’t Mad-Eye tell us any of this?” Tonks couldn't help feeling a 
bit left out, even betrayed. “Does he dislike and distrust Remus so 
much? Or is it me?” 

“He had been in possession of the facts for just a few days and | only 
came to know of it myself this afternoon,” Dumbledore said wearily. 
“And | should say it is neither. In spite of his actions, he holds nothing 
but respect for Remus.” 

“You wouldn't say that, sir, if you’d heard him earlier,” Tonks said 
heatedly. 

“| do not doubt that he was harsh; that is his way.” Dumbledore 
inclined his silver head. “From what | could piece together from his 
visit, So great was his concern for you in this matter that he sought to 
separate you from Remus before it was too late, through whatever 
means possible. Even against your wishes.” He shifted his gaze 
between her and Remus. 

“But we cannot be separated,” Tonks whispered. 

“A fact he was unable to accept until today, my dear. Surely you now 
see that you have, in many ways, become the child he lost so many 
years ago?” 

“| didn’t realise,” she said numbly. 

“However irritating, his desire has always been to protect you. The 
news that you and Remus had not only bonded but had married came 
as a great shock to him. He had imagined himself as trustworthy as 
your father.” 

Noticing the tears in her eyes, Remus picked up the slack in the 
conversation. 

“As angry as | was at him today, | tried to remind myself that he felt he 
was acting for the best,” Remus reached for her hand and held it. 
“What can we do?” 

Dumbledore smiled warmly at them. “Now that he understands the 
depth of your feeling and commitment, | am certain you will have no 
greater ally. He will be tireless in his pursuit of Scamander and the 
threat he represents.” 

“| would certainly prefer him to be working with us, rather than against. 


We need a plan,” said Remus. 

“| have no doubt that when you see him next, he will act as if this 
misunderstanding had never happened,” Dumbledore said, eyes 
twinkling. 

Tonks simply smiled weakly, not trusting herself with words. There was 
so much to think about. 

The three of them let the questions and uncertainties drift for a while 
and Remus and the headmaster chatted about other things. Remus 
asked how the new Defense Against the Dark Arts professor was 
working out, about Harry’s progress, about the latest students to be 
victimised by the Whomping Willow. Tonks didn’t add much; she was 
happy to just listen as Remus spoke casually about subjects that 
interested him. 

But after a time Dumbledore had to return to the school; his 
responsibilities never seemed to end. He finished his wine and got to 
his feet to say goodbye, thanking them for their service, their patience, 
and their loyalty. Tonks thought he might even be a bit misty. 

“Oh, and one last thing Remus—” 

“Yes?” 

“You’re still in the Order,” he said, and with a final wink Dumbledore 
had gone. 


KKK 


Chapter 25: Blessings 


Her hand rested lightly on top of his leg and then it curved to the inside 
of his thigh, slowly sliding upward until it smoothed over the fly of his 
trousers. She would allow her hand to linger there for a moment and 
then slide it away, only to trace the same path of temptation again. 
Meanwhile her eyes never left his, a studious expression on her face 
as she painstakingly described a rather obscure section of the Auror’s 
code of ethics. 

They sat side by side at a table in the back corner of The Singing 
Tadpole pub in Diagon Alley, as close together as it was possible to 
get and still turn their heads to face one another. He tried to appear 
relaxed, sitting casually and leaning back against the wall, his long 
arms stretched out and resting upon the table. And yet, Remus knew 
perfectly well that the attention her hand was paying him could easily 
be seen beneath the table by anyone who chanced to glance in their 
direction from any distance away. 

Tonks knew it too. But she coolly droned on about ethics and he 
nodded thoughtfully without actually hearing a single word she said. 
He was completely distracted by the glitter in her kaleidoscope eyes, 
the barest hint of a smile at one corner of her mouth, and that wicked, 
wicked hand. 

It was all just part of a game they had been playing lately — a free- 
spirited yet strategic competition of surprises, teasing, and seduction 
that sometimes bordered on the merciless. Although he was beginning 
to suffer the heat of desire — and display the obvious signs of it ina 
public place — this was nothing compared to a few of their latest 
escapades. 

Remus readily conceded that the first fall almost always went to Tonks. 
It wasn’t exactly a level playing field, though, since she had so many 
weapons in her arsenal. He couldn’t possibly launch the kind of 
surprise attacks she was capable of. After all, she could change her 
look in an instant and was an expert in stealth and concealment by 
trade. He had discovered the hard way that he was not immune to her 
trickery. 

Early last week she’d sent him an anonymous note that he had a 
parcel to collect at the public post there in Diagon Alley. As he waited 
in line, Tonks had approached him in an unrecognisable appearance, 
thrown her arms around his neck and kissed him quite enthusiastically 
in front of a dozen strangers. Pulling back in shock, Remus had 
noticed the woman’s eyes were suddenly a familiar shade of amber 
and it was only then he’d known for certain it was his wife. She had 
simply smiled and walked away. 


He had his own methods too, even if they weren’t as flashy. Three 
nights ago, they had arranged to meet for dinner at their favourite café 
in London. As he sat waiting for her, Tonks sneaked in wearing 
Moody’s Invisibility Cloak and he’d felt a mysterious weight on his lap 
and a kiss that came from nowhere. Before she could react he’d 
grabbed her invisible hand and dragged her out and into the night, 
headed for the alley down the block. Once there he’d ducked under the 
cloak too, then gone on to kiss and caress her until she begged him to 
shag her right there, in the pouring rain. And so he had. It was wild, 
reckless, inappropriate, and very exciting. 

Remus hadn't allowed his sense of adventure to rule him like this since 
he was about seventeen and it felt wonderful. Tonks was helping him 
unwind a little, teaching him how to live again. Of course they still had 
their responsibilities and looming fears about the future and the threats 
against them, but Tonks was slowly convincing him that the negatives 
would always be there; that it shouldn’t stop them from being happy or 
seizing every chance to enjoy the blessings of being in love. She was 
right. 

Somewhere during his random thoughts, she had stopped speaking. 
Her hand slid up to his fly again and she smiled at him with an air of 
innocent sweetness. That was it. Casting a quick glance to check for 
onlookers, Remus moved on her suddenly, turning his back to the pub 
and pushing her into the corner. 

He kissed her soundly and quickly worked a hand beneath her clothes, 
closing it over a breast. As her eyes and mouth widened in surprise, 
Remus used it to his advantage and deepened the kiss. After a 
moment he could feel her relax and she pressed her chest forward 
against his hand. The soft sounds she was making as she returned his 
kisses set him on fire. God help him he loved her. 

It was unclear how much time had actually passed when the persistent 
noise of a scratchy throat being cleared finally threaded its way into his 
consciousness. Remus slid his hand from under her jumper and pulled 
away from Tonks, trying his best to compose himself before turning to 
face the intruder. It was the pub owner. 

“Pardon me, but will you two be having anything else then?” the man 
paused and smirked, twisting a bar towel between his hands. 
“Anything off the menu, that is?” he added sarcastically. 

“Uh — no. We're paid up, | believe,” said Remus. 

“Then you’d best be on your way. This is a family pub, sir, if you get 
my meaning.” The words were polite but direct and it was quite clear to 
Remus that he and Tonks were effectively being thrown out. The 
man’s gaze drifted over Tonks in a way that Remus didn’t appreciate. 
“My wife and | were just leaving,” Remus said in friendly tone, although 
he never took his eyes off the other man’s face. For a few moments, 


the pub owner stared back at Remus in a challenging sort of way and 
then finally turned away, tossing the towel over one shoulder and 
muttering to himself about bloody exhibitionists. 

Remus braved a sideways glance at Tonks who was struggling to 
suppress her amusement, the back of her small hand pressed against 
her smiling and kiss-reddened mouth. It was humorous, he supposed. 
One thing was for certain; the unexpected confrontation with the 
proprietor had been sobering, bringing blood back into his brain while 
draining it from other areas. It was just as well. 

“Let’s go, love,” he said, grabbing her hand and leading her out past a 
few staring patrons. 

Once out on the cobbled lane, they both gave in to laughter and Tonks 
leaned against him, giggling. It was snowing again; the sort of cold, dry 
snow that didn’t make your clothes wet but dusted your hair and 
shoulders with small, white crystals. The snow only added to the 
mood, as all of Diagon Alley was festively decorated for the holidays. 
Lights and streamers and holly and mistletoe hung in every window 
and nearly everyone in the streets seemed cheerful. 

“| Know we're not exactly a secret anymore, but | should have behaved 
better.” Her voice was muffled against his overcoat but she finally 
tipped her face up to look at him. A snowflake was caught on one of 
her long brown lashes. “I’m sorry, Remus,” she said genuinely. 

“Don't be.” His eyes traced the comforting contours of her natural face; 
the bloom of pink on her cheeks was partly from embarrassment and 
partly from the cold. Her expression changed then, as he tried to 
express what he was feeling for her without speaking. 

“| love you, too,” she mouthed silently. Smiling faintly, she ran her 
hands along the lapels of his overcoat, then up behind his neck. 
Standing on tiptoes, she leaned against him and he bent his head so 
she could kiss him properly. For the next few moments, only she was 
there. The narrow, wintry lane with its bundled-up, lumbering shoppers 
didn’t exist. 

“I’ve got to go,” she said finally, dropping back to flat feet and clasping 
his hands in hers. “Mad-Eye is waiting for me in front of Gringotts. I’m 
working on Ministry business today but he’s tagging along so we can 
talk.” She squeezed his hands. “I'll see you tonight, yeah?” 

“Yeah.” 

Tonks began to back away but he held onto her hands as long as he 
could, finally letting her fingers slip through his. She had walked only a 
short distance when she glanced back over her shoulder, then winked 
a shining gold eye at him before turning away and moving on down the 
street. He stood there and watched her until she disappeared around a 
crooked corner, headed for the goblin bank. Remus sighed in 
contentment and started off in the opposite direction, on his way to the 


public owlry. 

He was glad things seemed to be smoothing over between Tonks and 
Moody. As Dumbledore had predicted, Moody’s apology had come in 
the form of behaving as if nothing had ever happened. That suited 
Remus just fine but Tonks had struggled more with leaving it at that, 
feeling they all needed to talk things out to make certain they 
understood each other. Maybe that’s what she and Mad-Eye were 
doing, since they'd been spending more time together in the last few 
weeks. 

In spite of how angry he’d been initially, Remus was still able to 
appreciate Moody’s actions on some level. Alastor had acted in the 
way he thought was best and out of sincere concern and devotion for 
Tonks. Remus could hardly be ungrateful for that — a truth that had 
since become that much clearer. Once they were all back on speaking 
terms, Mad-Eye had given them the detailed information he’d acquired 
about Scamander, the Malfoys, and their plans — as well as the 
results of the mission the night of the last full moon. 

It wasn’t good news. 

At least Remus finally had his answer to the mystery of the farm in 
Salisbury. The building concealed there turned out to be Scamander’s 
private field laboratory. According to Moody, it is filled with books, spell 
compilations, equipment, expedition trophies, specimens, and 
memorabilia of both a scientific and personal nature. Fairly large 
inside, Mad-Eye described it as part office, part library, and part 
museum — with room to run experiments. 

After that revelation it all made sense, especially when taken with the 
fact that Scamander’s home is a short forty or so miles away in Dorset. 
Though the farm is technically in Wiltshire, it was close enough to be 
convenient and yet still distant enough not to draw suspicion. It was 
practically ideal. 

Since he was cloaked, Moody had merely waited out the Death Eaters 
that had come that night to check things out. Once they had gone, he 
was able to investigate at his leisure. While he found no specific 
evidence to link the Muggle murders to Scamander’s lab, Moody was 
convinced they had been staged there. The place was full from floor to 
ceiling with werewolf information — records, photographs, diagrams, 
case histories, and specimens. Whether Scamander had provided 
counsel or participated in the deaths himself could not be proved. 

And there was one other thing. During his digging, Alastor discovered 
a file on Remus himself. Moody said it didn’t have much data in it yet, 
mainly a complete chart of the lunar phases for the current year and 
next, plus a few entries with recent dates that included notes from the 
inquest and Scamander’s meetings with Narcissa Malfoy. Moody said 
the last entry simply read: Nymphadora Tonks — mate. 


Moody’s reconnaissance had confirmed much of what they had 
already suspected and given them a missing link to Scamander’s 
involvement. At the same time, he’d given nothing away. None of their 
enemies knew Moody had been inside. In the three weeks since then, 
there had been a great deal of discussion as to what might be done 
and what plans might be made to neutralise Scamander. But it was 
very difficult. 

Such strategies had to be organised in concert with the other, ongoing 
plans of the Order. Keeping tabs on Harry and all of Voldemort’s 
activities was by itself a tremendous effort. The additional burden of 
safeguarding the lives of specific members was draining their 
resources — precisely what the enemy had in mind. It was simply 
more of the divide and conquer tactics they had begun with Sirius. 

At that thought, Remus shivered from cold and the unwelcome 
visitation of dread. He crossed his arms over the front of his 
threadbare overcoat and hunkered down, picking up his pace as he 
walked along the busy alley. Regardless of the ominous threats 
hanging over their heads, he and Tonks had been happy and he didn’t 
want to lose that feeling. 

He could honestly say that one good thing had come from recent 
events: if their enemies had already assumed that he and Tonks were 
a mated pair, there was little sense in trying to hide it. In fact, 
Dumbledore had requested permission to inform everyone in the 
Order, believing that each member should be aware of the facts so 
they could participate in providing for their safety. Some, like Emmeline 
Vance, didn’t seem to take the news well but there was nothing they 
could do about that. 

However, the disclosure was limited to the Order; for obvious reasons, 
the Ministry could not know that one of its Aurors was now also a 
werewolf. Of course, they couldn’t prevent the Death Eaters from 
leaking the information, but generally speaking, the reputations of 
Aurors are difficult to sully without proof — and proof would be hard to 
come by if the information was divulged anonymously. By the same 
token, no one was likely to expose the information openly either for if 
something were to happen to Tonks later, they would surely come 
under suspicion. It was a double-edged sword. 

The end result was that he and Tonks had an unexpected measure of 
freedom. After the events unfolded, Remus had been possessed by an 
idea, though time was of the essence. He’d had only a few weeks to 
put his plan into action — a plan to give Tonks a pair of Christmas gifts 
that he felt certain would surprise her. He still had virtually no money, 
but fortunately one gift wouldn’t cost him a sickle. 

As soon as he could, Remus had hastily and secretly written to his 
father, informing him of his marriage. At the same time, he requested 


permission to move his bride into the house at Stirling. Tonks was right 
— his father hadn’t lived there in decades and probably wouldn’t mind 
at all, but he felt the agreement should be formal. He’d explained to his 
father that he hoped to give Tonks the news as a Christmas gift and 
since then, Remus had been checking his post slot for a reply every 
day. 

Finally reaching the owlry, Remus ducked inside. Fishing for his wand, 
he intoned the spell that released the lock on his postbox. A single, 
travel worn envelope was tucked inside and he dropped his wand into 
a pocket before withdrawing the small, folded rectangle of yellow 
parchment. 

Turning it over, he scanned his father’s familiar handwriting. The 
envelope was addressed to A.J. and Tonks Lupin. Remus stared at it 
for a moment, unable to account for why his heart was suddenly 
beating faster. It was a silly thing, but it gave him a strange pride to 
know that his father had written the inky letters that formed their 
names. It was as if he’d received definitive proof that he was truly 
married. /t wasn’t just a dream. 

He turned it over again and slipped a finger under the edge, taking 
care to break the seal without tearing the parchment — Remus had a 
vague feeling he would want to keep this letter. Sliding the enclosure 
out, he gently unfolded the note and let his eyes wander over the 
words. 


Remus — 

Thank you so much for writing. I’m not a man of words and so cannot 
truly express to you the joy your news has brought to my heart. You 
have always been the very best of sons and | cannot imagine 
someone more deserving of love and happiness. 

Your life is a complicated one and | know you've not had an easy time 
of it. |can only assume that this woman you have married chose to join 
you in that life, for | know you would not have chosen for her. It says a 
good deal about her character and | am proud of her, sight unseen. 

In the matter of the property in Stirling, in light of what’s happened | 
cannot allow you to live there as a guest. Therefore, | have signed the 
house and land over to you. Please accept it as my wedding gift to you 
and your wife, as it has all been arranged with my blessing. 

| realise you mean this to be a surprise for her. | only wrote her name 
on the address to try it out. Tonks is an unusual name and it may take 
me some time to get used to it. Strange name or not, | very much look 
forward to meeting her. 

| expect to return to Britain for a visit by spring but will write in 
advance. Until then, take care and accept my heartfelt congratulations. 

Dad 


Remus read it over again to make sure he’d understood correctly. Yes. 
His father had given them the house. Although he hadn't earned it on 
his own, at least he now had something tangible to offer Tonks in life. 
They would have a beautiful home in the country — a safe and private 
place to raise a family, should they be so fortunate. It seemed too good 
to be true and certainly beyond anything he might have expected. 
Refolding the parchment, he returned it to the envelope and tucked it 
into an inside pocket of his overcoat. He was going to have to contain 
his happiness or Tonks would surely know. It wasn’t as if they could 
read each other's thoughts, but since the bond they had realised they 
could sense intense emotions in the other — joy, terror, love, sadness, 
desire. The sensation was never clear like a feeling of one’s own, but 
more like a muted voice in their minds. She wouldn’t know why he was 
happy, but she would ask him later — and he really wanted to save the 
surprise for Christmas. It was only a few days away. 

Leaving the warmth of the public post, Remus moved back up the 
street to another shop a few doors down. His last stop was to his friend 
Thaddeus Lyons the alchemist — but not for aging powder this time. 
The bell on the door jingled as he stepped inside. The place was quiet 
except for the holiday music coming from the wireless. He only had to 
wait at the counter a few moments before the proprietor appeared. 

“Ah, Mr. Lupin,” the man said pleasantly. “You’ve come to collect the 
ring, then?” 

“Yes.” Remus caught sight of his own reflection in the glass door of a 
supply cabinet behind the counter. The foolish smile on his face was 
superimposed over the small bottles of liquids and powders that lined 
the cupboard. “Is it ready?” 

“Indeed. | completed the work yesterday.” The alchemist disappeared 
to the back of the shop and returned with a small square of navy blue 
velvet. He slipped the ring from it and set it gently on the etched and 
stained counter. 

“| charmed it as you requested. The metal will be as flexible as the 
hand that wears it. Guaranteed.” 

Remus picked it up and held it in the light, seeing yet another reflection 
of himself in the brilliant surface. He realised then that the other man 
was studying him. 

“Mind if | ask you a personal question?” Lyons asked. 

“All right.” Remus could guess what was coming. Why do you need a 
ring that can stretch and change shape? 

“| was just curious if this ring is for her — the girl you sent here for your 
order a few months ago,” he said, a glimmer of mischief in his dark 
eyes. 

Remus had to think about it for a moment. He had sent Tonks here on 


a misguided errand the day before Bellatrix was killed. He’d nearly 
forgotten about it — he honestly couldn’t remember much of those few 
days. 

“Yes,” Remus said finally, feeling himself blush, “it is for her.” 

“| knew it,” said Thaddeus, smiling broadly and dashing his hand upon 
the counter. “It had to be her. | remember her manner to this day. 
There was something special in the way she spoke of you,” he 
beamed. “You are to be married then?” 

“Actually, we were married about six weeks ago. Just getting around to 
this,’ Remus said, indicating the ring as he eased it back into the 
velvet bag. 

“How wonderful.” 

“Yes,” Remus smiled again, “it is.” 

Remus paid the man, accepted his congratulations, and left the shop 
feeling quite pleased. The lack of rings had been the one real 
disappointment for Tonks when they’d married so suddenly. Now that 
their relationship was no longer hidden, there was no reason she 
shouldn't have one. 

He’d spent most of his savings and bought two — one for her and one 
for himself. However, both rings were really for her as she’d threatened 
to permanently tattoo his finger if he didn’t wear one. The matching 
bands were gold of course; for them, silver would be bad luck and they 
didn’t need any more of that. 

Remus had now done all that he could to make their first Christmas 
together a happy and memorable one. Spending it with her, alone in 
Stirling, was what he wanted most of all and he was looking forward to 
it. Unfortunately, a depressing shadow remained and he was 
powerless to dispel it. Christmas Eve was also the full moon. 

Tonks remained confident that she could control the transformation 
again and Remus had not wanted to press the issue. She had been 
right about her capability before and certainly knew more about how 
her body worked than he did. But he still felt that to rely entirely upon 
her will was treading a thin line between faith and madness. 

She did not want to take the Wolfsbane potion and he preferred she 
didn’t take it either — at least until they better understood how it might 
affect her. Remus knew he’d been remiss where the Wolfsbane was 
concerned. He’d simply been so reluctant to involve Snape in the 
matter that he’d let it lapse until now, finally forcing himself to set a 
meeting with the potions master today. 

It helped a little that one hurdle had been cleared when his bond with 
Tonks had been made known to the Order — it saved Remus from 
having to tell Snape that detail himself. Nevertheless, a disturbingly 
candid conversation was unavoidable and Remus knew beyond any 
doubt that Severus was going to revel in the opportunity to embarrass 


him. 

Remus glanced at his watch and sighed; he was due at Snape’s 
dungeon office in fifteen minutes. He tucked the blue velvet square 
and its contents into the inside pocket of his overcoat and patted it 
absently. He’d had such a pleasant day and it was a shame to spoil it, 
but there was nothing for it — he had to go. 

Concentrating on the signpost at the edge of Hogsmeade, Remus 
resigned himself to his task and Disapparated. 


KKK 


Chapter 26: Hit the Floor 


Remus had chosen to stand as he waited for the potions master to 
appear. He’d been exactly on time and yet Snape had already kept 
him waiting for more than twenty minutes. But Remus knew that if he’d 
arrived even a moment late, his o/d friend would have refused to see 
him on principle of his tardiness. By Snape’s design, there was no way 
to win; it was always, always some kind of power play with him. 

There were just some things that never changed. 

It was difficult not to feel uneasy, but Remus had to try and maintain 
his calm. Showing any sort of exploitable weakness to Severus would 
be deadly ammunition and he would most assuredly be looking for it, 
especially now. The awareness that Remus and Tonks were both 
mated and married would leave Snape with little doubt as to the 
reason for this personal visit. 

If there were anyone else Remus could speak to about the Wolfsbane 
potion, he certainly would. While Dumbledore seemed able to trust 
Snape with lives and sensitive information, Remus was not inclined to 
do so. In truth, Severus’s behaviour and attitude reminded Remus too 
much of his estranged brother. Forever bitter and baiting, both had the 
natural instinct to cause pain and neither were above the desire to see 
Remus dead. Full trust was impossible — even if he were somehow 
able to let go of the past. 

However, it wasn’t only the personal aspect that had Remus in knots, it 
was the dungeon itself. Even as a lad he had disliked this part of the 
castle and his opinion hadn’t improved during his turn as professor 
three years ago. He couldn’t get past the cold, damp, claustrophobic 
feeling that crept into his flesh just by descending the stairs to this 
place, and it usually took a few hours to shake it off. 

Hands shoved deep into his trouser pockets, Remus slowly paced 
around the same path. He’d had plenty of idle time to survey the 
dungeon office and keen hearing afforded him some _ additional 
distraction as the faint sounds of hissing and bubbling reached his ears 
from somewhere beyond the door to the classroom. 

The flat surface of every shelf in the room seemed to be covered with 
glass jars, beakers, and bottles — each holding some measure of a 
liquid, powder, or misty substance. Others contained creatures, or 
parts of them, either dried or suspended in formaldehyde — all 
presumably awaiting their final destiny as the ingredient to some potion 
or other. A fine layer of grayish dust accompanied the cobwebs in all 
the nooks and corners. Remus wondered how Snape could stand 
spending so much time in such a dark and depressing place. 

Finally, after twenty-three minutes, he heard footfalls descending the 


stone steps. Snape glided into the office and swooped in behind his 
desk without favouring his visitor with a word or glance. Out of pique 
and dread, Remus decided to put the burden of opening the 
conversation on Severus. Snape couldn't ignore his presence forever, 
so Remus leaned casually against one of the grey stone pillars and 
waited until he was spoken to. 

Snape continued to shuffle parchment for a few more seconds, 
dragging out the discomfort as long as he possibly could before finally 
seating himself behind the desk and turning his cold gaze to Remus. 
“You may sit or continue to stand there, | don’t care which,” he said 
dismissively, waving a hand toward the chairs before his desk. 

Remus thought about it for a moment and decided to equalise the 
situation by speaking with his adversary eye to eye. Pushing off from 
the wall, Remus slowly walked to one of the chairs and took a seat. 
“And do get to the point, Lupin. Unlike you, | still maintain a position at 
this school and as head of Slytherin House—” 

“Yes, I’m aware of your distinguished credentials, Severus,” Remus 
interrupted, although he smiled coolly. 

Snape stared at him. “Then? What is it?” 

“| would like to ask a few questions about the Wolfsbane potion that 
you are kind enough to brew for me. | need a few details and some 
Clarification.” 

Snape’s upper lip curled in a sort of smile. “Go on.” 

‘’'d like a better understanding of how, exactly, it prevents 
transformation.” 

“It seems that you, most of all, would have grasped that by now,” 
Snape said dubiously. As expected, he was going to force Remus to 
ask more direct questions. 

“Naturally | understand that it is designed to suppress the symptoms of 
lycanthropy but, for example, does it also suppress or enhance human 
characteristics?” 

“It might be useful for you to remember that werewolves are not 
human.” 

And there it was again. The same blunt, unrelenting prejudice Snape 
had been harbouring for decades. Remus swallowed hard, fighting 
against the sudden surge of jumbled feelings inside him. He took a 
slow, deep breath and resolved to ignore the remark. 

“Let me ask the question in another way. Does the potion act directly 
on the lycanthropy itself or does it heighten the body’s defenses 
against it?” 

“Both.” 

“Could you elaborate on that please?” 

Snape folded his hands upon the desk and sighed in irritation. “Certain 
components act upon the curse to neutralise its effects while others 


strengthen the natural defenses. It is the wolf's bane but also retains 
the combined properties of a heart tonic, anesthetic, anti-inflammatory, 
and psychotropic drug. Assuming that precise measures were used, of 
course,” he added. 

“Meaning?” 

“Meaning that the slightest miscalculation could have’ very 
unfortunate results. The potion must strike a balance, you see. It must 
suppress muscle transition, but not muscle movement; it must slow the 
acceleration of the heart, but not to the point of dysfunction; it must 
anesthetise the pain, but not to the point of unconsciousness; it must 
relieve the attending hallucinations but without causing euphoria,” he 
hesitated, then added, “of course, the height and weight of the animal 
is also a relevant factor.” 

The animal. Remus could feel his anger stirring. Dropping that term 
into the conversation made a civil response impossible. He either 
confronted Snape for making the comment, or let it pass and thereby 
give the impression that he accepted the slur. Remus was damned 
either way, but since he was finally getting some answers, he changed 
tack. 

“What are the exact ingredients?” 

“Aconite, fluxweed, lacewing, mandrake, moke—” Snape stopped 
suddenly and narrowed his eyes. Abruptly, he stood from the desk, 
moved to one of the many cabinets of files and opened a drawer. 
Searching for a moment, he withdrew a sizeable sheaf of parchment 
and stepped close enough to thrust it into Remus’s hand. 

Remus accepted the file and began to scan it as Snape returned to his 
chair. It was an unpleasant admission but in looking at the potion 
instructions, he was reminded again of the reason why he was 
dependent upon Snape; the ingredients list and directions were very 
detailed and complex — certainly beyond his own expertise. 

“Yes, Lupin,” Snape’s sibilant sneer broke the silence, “that’s why it 
requires a master in the art of potion making.” 

Remus clenched his teeth. 

“Can the strength of the potion be adjusted or diluted if necessary?” 

“If you're trying feebly to ask if the potion I’ve brewed for you is safe for 
your bride, the answer is no.” 

“Why?” 

“Because, Lupin, as I’ve already explained body mass is a relevant 
factor — as is gender. The potion, as it has been brewed for you, 
would be too strong for a smaller female.” 

Remus was suddenly very thankful that he’d not pushed Tonks to take 
the draught. “Would you be able to brew something safe for her—” he 
paused to swallow, “for Tonks?” He resisted even saying her name in 
this man’s presence. 


The curled-lip smile was back on Snape’s face. “That depends.” 

“On what?” 

“If Dumbledore should request it, then | would take the effort into 
consideration.” 

That particular slight didn’t bother Remus at all. It did not surprise him 
in the least that Snape would only be helpful if he were forced to be. 
But it was a stall and both men knew it. Snape might hate the reality, 
but he had to be only too aware that Dumbledore would be supportive. 
“However,” Snape continued silkily, “I’m not certain the effects of the 
potion will be to her liking.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Key elements of the potion specifically target shape-shifting. | suspect 
that if Tonks were to take the draught, her metamorphic capabilities 
would be impaired — if not blocked altogether.” 

Remus had already considered that possibility; it was one of the main 
reasons why he didn’t want her to take the Wolfsbane unless 
absolutely necessary. He was still smarting from Mad-Eye’s prediction 
that Tonks’s career would suffer from their relationship. Being forced to 
hide her lycanthropy from the Ministry was one thing, but it was quite 
another to compromise her performance — not to mention her 
confidence — if she could no longer change her appearance. 

“But she would be impaired only when under its direct influence, is that 
not so?” 

“Not necessarily. AS you were made aware when you began the 
treatment, the long-term side effects of the Wolfsbane potion are 
unknown and may well be cumulative. Those side effects might include 
weakened heart tissue, unreliable transmutation, recurring nightmares, 
heightened sensitivity to pain,” he smiled malevolently, “and sterility.” 
Another measure of anxiety was now mixed in with the seething anger 
Remus felt. “You never mentioned sterility before.” 

“Didn’t 1?” Snape pretended to muse. “Pity. However, in your case | 
cannot see how it would be any great loss to the world.” 

Remus didn’t know what to say. Snape’s words were beneath 
contempt or reply and had been spoken solely to provoke him into a 
rage. At the present rate, it wouldn’t be much longer before Snape 
would get the reaction he was seeking. Remus took another calming 
breath. 

“| appreciate the information,” Remus closed the file and tossed it back 
onto the desk, “but for now, Tonks will not be needing the potion.” 
“Meanwhile, we are to accept an uncontrolled werewolf in our midst, 
threatening all at each full moon — is that your solution, Lupin? Or will 
you and your bride be moving to the Shrieking Shack?’ Snape 
challenged. 

“Tonks is able to control the transformation at will.” It was only partly 


true, but Remus wasn’t about to enlighten Snape further. “I was only 
looking for alternatives, since the effort to resist is so hard on her.” 

“Do you honestly expect sympathy? How typical.” 

“Sorry?” 

“In light of what’s happened, that woman of yours deserves whatever 
suffering befalls her. She has shown no more taste or judgment than 
the others did.” 

“Be very careful, Severus,” Remus said warningly. He felt a prickling 
down his spine and instinct slowly guided his hand into the overcoat 
pocket containing his wand. 

“Potter, Black — even Pettigrew, to the extent his wit would allow — 
none had the sense to put you in your place.” 

“You mean the place you had in mind for me, Severus, when you 
intended to hand me to the Dementors along with Sirius? And barring 
that, a place under your heel? The heel of a petty, vindictive, deluded 
man whose own sins and imperfection are as obvious as the Dark 
Mark burned into his arm? Is that the place you're referring to?” 
Snape’s eyes glittered hatefully but he ignored the questions. 

“| realise you may be unfamiliar with the concept,” Remus went on, 
“but some people simply choose not to judge others more harshly than 
themselves and often find they are rewarded with loyalty, friendship, 
and love.” 

“| will concede that it makes a strange sort of sense that you would 
forge your unholy bond with an outcast of the Black family.” Snape’s 
voice was like acid. 

Remus had heard enough and slowly rose from his chair to full height, 
towering over the desk. 

“You know, Severus, that’s exactly what Bellatrix Lestrange said to 
me,” Remus paused and stared Snape straight in the eye, “right before 
| killed her.” 

“Get out.” 

Walking to the doorway, Remus stopped and turned to look back. 
“Have you ever been in love, Severus?” 

Remus watched as Snape struggled in fiery silence to control himself; 
his irrational anger was about to overtake him entirely. 

“Get out of my sight,” he spat. 

“| thought as much,” Remus said quietly. “I’m sorry for you.” 

“Get out! 

He was sitting at a table in the back corner of the pub, working on his 
second gin and tonic. The first one had gone down swift and smooth, 
and not a moment too soon; Remus wanted to blunt the edges of his 
private fears before they cut him up inside and he bled on his own 
happiness. 


Before tucking into his first drink, he’d stopped at the central post in 
Hogsmeade and sent Tonks an owl to let her know where he was. The 
Three Broomsticks, love, as soon as you can make it, was all he had 
written. Although he kept a watchful eye on the door, he leaned back 
and tried to relax. 

Remus was angry. Angry at himself, at Snape, at life. There always 
seemed to be something or someone ready to dispense unpleasantry 
and misery. Regardless of his reservations about it, he had held out 
some hope that the Wolfsbane potion could help Tonks somehow. But 
clearly, the few benefits it afforded wouldn't be worth losing her 
metamorph magic. Or her ability to have children. 

It was just like Snape to leave out the detail that sterility was a 
potential side effect. Here Remus was, more than three years into the 
therapy, and just now finding out it was a risk. No doubt Severus was 
proud to perform the public service of preventing a werewolf from 
breeding. Why should he care if Remus had any feelings about that? /t 
might be useful for you to remember that werewolves are not human... 
He knew it wasn’t very clever to let an old, predictable nemesis get 
under his skin — especially not to the point of admitting he’d killed 
Bellatrix as if it were something to be proud of. And yet that’s exactly 
what he had done. He should be used to Snape’s derision by now. 
After all, he’d been listening to that same sort of shite from Snape for 
twenty-five years. But it hadn’t felt the same today. That woman of 
yours deserves whatever suffering befalls her, he’d said. For the first 
time, such a sentiment had been directed at Tonks — and that made it 
very different. 

Forget Severus Snape — he’s a pathetic wanker, Remus. That's what 
Sirius would be saying right now if he were across the table, even 
though he never kept the advice himself. Remus closed his eyes and 
imagined it; he could hear the sound of his friend’s voice and see the 
look of haughty satisfaction on his face, but then he opened his eyes to 
an empty chair. It was still difficult to accept that he would never see 
that face again. 

Draining the second drink down to the ice, he signaled Rosmerta for 
another. While he waited, Remus fished in his overcoat pocket for the 
square of navy blue velvet and withdrew Tonks’s wedding band. 

Its perfect, shining surface served to remind him of all he had to look 
forward to, of all he had to be grateful for — and it was a lot. He 
couldn't afford to get lost in his depressive ways again, particularly 
when the worst hadn't actually happened yet. When Rosmerta 
approached the table with his drink, he quickly palmed the ring. 

“Could | get a glass of port too, please, when you have minute?” he 
asked. 

“Three drinks and a glass of port, Remus?” Rosmerta smiled. “Bad day 


is it?” 

Remus shrugged and unconsciously made the same sort of face 
Tonks often did. “Yes and no. But the port’s not for me. I’m expecting 
someone.” 

“Ah, that’s good. Anyone interesting?” 

The pub door opened just then and both he and Rosmerta looked that 
direction in time to see a woman enter. As the cloak hood fell back and 
revealed her profile, Remus had only an instant to see the change 
occur. The last traces of long blonde hair and an unfamiliar face had 
dissolved into his wife’s appearance. He glanced up at Rosmerta then, 
unable to hold back the ridiculous smile that had taken over his face. 

“| see,” she said knowingly. “Well good for you, mate.” Rosmerta 
patted his shoulder and left him, winding her way through the other 
patrons and toward Tonks. 

The two women spoke briefly and Rosmerta nodded her head in his 
direction. A second later, Tonks’s face wore a brilliant smile and then 
she was on her way to the table. So lost in watching her, he nearly 
forgot that the ring was still in the palm of his hand. He hurried to 
replace it in the velvet square and just managed to shove it back into 
his overcoat pocket before she tucked one leg beneath her and sat 
facing him on the bench. 

“You’re acting guilty,” she said, feigning suspicion. 

“lam not,” he said, although he struggled to say it through his smile. 
He allowed his eyes to trace over her glowing face. He felt better 
already. 

“You had a rotten time of it with Snape, didn’t you?” Her eyes took their 
turn searching his face until they met with his. 

He shrugged. 

“Uh huh, well, you should forget him, Remus — he’s a wanker,” she 
said matter-of-factly. 

He couldn't help it; he had to tip his head back against the wall and 
laugh out loud at her choice of words. 

“What?” She grabbed a handful of his shirt. “What is so funny?” 
“Nothing, love. It’s just something Sirius used to say.” 

“Oh.” She smiled. 

“Come here.” Putting his arm around her shoulder, Remus pulled her 
close and kissed her. He took his time too, not caring if everyone in the 
pub stared. “I got you a glass of port,” he said finally. 

“Thanks,” she said, but ignored the glass. “Listen, Remus, I’ve got 
some good news and some bad news. Which do you want first?” 

He sighed inwardly, wondering why she couldn’t just have good news. 
”The good, | think.” 

“Well, I'm finally going to get a chance to lay my eyes — and maybe 
my hands — on Scamander,” she said in a hushed tone. 


“How's that?” 

“Fudge wants all the Aurors to serve as security at Scamander’s big 
gala. It was announced today.” 

“You call that good news? | don’t like the idea of you being within a 
league of that man — not if | can’t be with you.” 

She smiled sympathetically. “And you can’t — by Fudge’s order. It’s 
engraved invitations only.” 

“Naturally.” 

“But I'll hardly be alone, Remus. Dumbledore will be there. And 
Kingsley. And -” she hesitated. 

“And? Who else?” 

“Snape.” She cringed and then moved to smooth her hand down his 
chest, trying to console him. 

“Only society’s finest,” he said sardonically, taking a long drink from his 
gin and tonic. 

“I’m sorry, Remus.” 

“Never mind, love. It’s not your fault.” 

“| know, but—” 

“It’s interesting that Scamander is considered worthy of protection by 
the Ministry’s most elite staff,” Remus wondered aloud. 

“| think it’s the result of several things. With You-Know-Who’s return, 
it's not safe anywhere. And as you said, the finest of wizarding society 
will be there in one place and Fudge has got to make a show of his 
efforts to safeguard the public.” 

“Safeguard which members of the public from what threat, though — 
that’s my question. Do you think Fudge has any idea the extent of 
Scamander’s darker ties?” 

“Fudge?” Tonks scoffed. “It’s possible he knows more than we give 
him credit for, but | really doubt it in this particular case. I’m just glad it 
worked out this way so | have a paid excuse to watch Scamander in 
his element, see who his contacts are. Of course he'll be all smiles and 
glad hands, but you never know.” 

“Still, love, | don’t like it. It doesn’t feel right to me.” 

“It will be okay, Remus. It’s what I’m trained to do, you know.” 

“| don’t mean it that way. It’s just—” Remus sighed again. “So what’s 
the bad news then?” If that’s what she called good news, he could 
hardly wait to hear the bad. 

She looked down. 

He gently lifted her chin and questioned her with his eyes. 

“The gala is on Christmas Eve.” She cringed again. 

Remus closed his eyes and tried to breathe. All his plans — the letter 
from his father about the house, the rings, their time alone at Stirling — 
all set back because of Scamander and his grand tea party? Not to 
mention the danger of it being a full moon? 


She was tugging at his shirt again and he opened one eye to look at 
her. “Before you get all worked up, husband, I'll be home before 
sunset. | just have to work that day is all, but there’s no reason our 
personal plans for the evening need to change, all right?” 

“Well that helps. But even still — it’s not just about us, love.” 

“| know it’s not, Remus, but—” 

“This is only your second full moon. It’s not like you have vast 
experience with transformation. You’re not only putting yourself and 
your career at great risk, but also every single person attending the 
gala. We've got to think of their welfare too.” 

“| said I'd be home before sunset, Remus.” She was getting a bit 
defensive again. 

“Yes, and that’s exactly what you said last time too, Tonks. What 
happens if something goes wrong again and | can’t get to you this 
time? What then? We've got to think it through better than that. We 
need a backup plan.” Remus dropped his voice as Rosmerta made 
another pass by their table. 

“Can | get anything for either of you?” 

“No, we’re fine,” he said. 

“You haven't touched the port,” Rosmerta nodded at the glass, 
there something wrong with it? Can | get you something else?” 
“No. It’s fine.” Tonks smiled and Rosmerta moved on. 

The minute she was gone, Tonks leaned near him and spoke quietly. 
“I’m not going to take the Wolfsbane, Remus, if that’s what you're 
suggesting.” 

“No, that’s not what I’m suggesting — not after what | learned today.” 
“What do you mean?” 

“We can talk about the details later. But for now, it’s enough to say that 
it would probably do you more harm than good.” 

The truth was, he needed more time. Time to decide how to tell her 
that, from now until forever, she was on her own with the 
transformations or she could face losing her morphing ability. He didn’t 
know how to tell her that there may never be any children. He hadn’t 
even come to terms with that disappointment himself. 

“Why don’t you come down to the Ministry before sunset on Christmas 
Eve, Remus, and pick me up?” She looked up at him with sparkling, 
expectant eyes. “Then you won't have to worry. We can leave on time 
and share these secret plans of yours. | want us to spend every minute 
we can together.” 

He thought about it for a second. “I could do that.” He smiled at her. 
“Although | still don’t understand who in their right mind schedules a 
high-profile event on December the sodding 24th.” 

“| don’t know.” She leaned up and kissed him. “But | have a very 
special gift for you, husband, and the secret is killing me.” 


IS 


“| Know how you feel — it’s that time of year,” he said, waggling his 
eyebrows before resting his forehead against hers. ”But it’s only a few 
days away.” 

“There is something | can tell you now,” she said mischievously. 

“And what’s that?” 

She turned his head and whispered in his ear. “I love you madly.” 

“Now that is good news — although it’s not a secret you've kept from 
me very well,” he whispered back. 

She giggled when he grabbed her, but quickly fell silent as he kissed 
her breathless. 

“Mmm,” she said at last, a dreamy quality in her voice. “Could we go 
home now? | think we need to be alone.” 

“Whatever you say, love.” 

Hours later, although comfortable and sated, Remus lay awake into 
the night thinking. He’d calmed down considerably from the encounter 
he’d had with Snape and yet he remained uneasy. Tonks was a 
wonderful, positive influence on him but he couldn’t abandon the 
wisdom of all the cautionary lessons he’d learned over his lifetime. 
Scamander unnerved him and the thought of Tonks being near that 
beast hunter — on the night of a full moon — was raising every hackle. 
Her career was important, but not so much as her life. Having 
Dumbledore and Shacklebolt and Snape there to watch over her 
wasn’t good enough; leaving before sunset wasn’t good enough. Not 
nearly good enough. 

Remus resolved at that moment to speak to Moody as soon as 
possible. Despite their past differences, he knew he could count on 
Mad-Eye to back him up on this. Tonks might not like it, but it was 
something he had to do. She was his responsibility and he was not 
willing to entrust her safety entirely to others. 

He watched her innocent, peaceful face as she slept by his side. There 
was nothing in the world he loved so well as her. Nothing. 
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Chapter 27: False Truth 


The Grand Reception Hall of the Ministry of Magic was beautifully 
decorated for the season. It had been evident to Tonks from the 
moment she entered a few hours ago that no expense had been 
spared to make the occasion as impressive and spectacular as 
possible. 

Huge, towering crystalline statues of Father Christmas adorned all four 
corners of the room, lending it an atmospheric quality. Shining 
streamers of spun silver and gold were suspended from the gleaming 
chandeliers and a net of glittering diamonds stretched across the dimly 
lit ceiling. Candles tied with mistletoe and holly floated in the air just 
above the guests, while a sparkling white mist swirled around their 
feet. 

As ordered, the Aurors had been taking turns patrolling the room and 
Tonks was just finishing up her tour. Nearing Shacklebolt, she stopped 
for a moment. 

“Anything?” Kingsley’s voice was deep but quiet. 

“Nothing,” she said, shaking her head and looking up into the dark, 
dancing eyes of her colleague. “Did you honestly expect there would 
be?” 

“No.” Shacklebolt laughed. “In light of what’s happened, this is too 
obvious for You-Know-Who and no one else would be interested in this 
lot.” 

“| Know.” Tonks sighed. 

“Still, it's easy work.” 

“Yeah, it’s a plum job,” she added sarcastically before moving on. 
Tonks threaded her way through the crowded room, taking care to 
navigate along a wide arc from the tables stacked with fancy hors 
d'oeuvres, pastries, trifle, champagne, and tea. Earlier, she’d 
discovered the hard way that the combined smell of the apéritifs and 
puddings nauseated her and even at this distance she might be sick if 
she allowed herself to think about it too much. 

In the weeks since her conversion had been completed, she’d noticed 
a steady increase in the keenness of her lycan senses — especially 
the senses of smell and hearing. Of course, she realised now that 
there was more than one reason for it. Between the food, the blend of 
perfumes emanating from warm bodies, and the hum of conversation 
and holiday music that filled the hall, Tonks was feeling more 
overwhelmed and irritable by the minute. 

Finally reaching the quiet edge of the room, she took a standard 
security position near the west entrance and settled in. The sparkling 
white mist swirled in her wake, as if powered by some invisible current. 


An easel stood nearby, bearing a sign marked Magizoology Honours 
Newton Scamander. Tonks ignored the smug grin of Scamander’s 
portrait, his face framed by images of small, exotic animals. 

Instead, she chose to look the other way. The magical windows that 
lined the end of the hall nearest her were frosted in the corners and 
snow could be seen falling past them, no doubt exactly as it was 
outside, five stories above their heads. 

Tonks could see about half of her reflection in one of the 
windowpanes. She’d made changes in her appearance three times 
during the gala so far, having promised both Mad-Eye and Remus that 
she wouldn’t make it easy for Scamander to recognise her or see her 
as herself. 

Even with the disguises, she still maintained the bearing of a soldier. 
Her posture was rigid and out of place compared to the smooth, upper 
crust of Britain’s wizarding community as they milled about the room in 
their finery. 

She glanced again at the huge clock on the wall. Sunset was at 
3:55pm this afternoon and Tonks was growing more restless as it 
approached. It didn’t help that this gala was just the same sort of 
snobby, ostentatious rubbish that she had grown up detesting but had 
been forced to endure because of her mother’s family. It was really no 
wonder she felt a sense of déja vu this afternoon; it was clear the 
entire party had her Aunt Narcissa’s fingerprints on it. 

It was also clear that Scamander was indeed a darling of the elite. 
Most of the guests were clustered toward the center of the room, near 
the receiving line and the food. But from where she stood, Tonks could 
keep her eye on the guest of honor. 

Narcissa stood by his side, her head inclined slightly in deference to 
her self-conferred superiority. She was dressed impeccably in 
expensive robes of a dark emerald green that highlighted her platinum 
blonde hair and the stunning jeweled necklace at her throat. 

By comparison to Narcissa’s cold and polished beauty, Scamander’s 
wife Porpentina looked like a frumpy school matron. She had been 
relegated to a position further down the receiving line where she stood 
in pleasant but unsophisticated dress robes; meeting each guest with 
the same tired smile plastered on her face. It couldn’t be easy for this 
woman, with Narcissa standing in her rightful place. 

Tonks had to admit it took nerve on her aunt’s part to draw such 
attention to herself, considering that Uncle Lucius was conspicuously 
absent. Although the Dementors had abandoned Azkaban, none of the 
incarcerated Death Eaters had escaped or been freed yet. Everyone in 
this room had to know that Lucius Malfoy remained in prison and yet 
Narcissa stood there — on Christmas Eve no less — greeting people 
as if nothing were amiss or out of the ordinary. 


On the surface, her aunt was playing the role of philanthropic 
benefactress, shoring up Scamander’s legitimacy and paving the way 
for him to receive his Order of Merlin, First Class. Apparently 
pureblood social standing superceded any scandal, and sins could still 
be washed away if one has enough money. 

However, Tonks privately seethed at the motives that remained hidden 
to the naive guests. She knew Narcissa’s presence here was a 
reflection of how deeply connected the Blacks and Malfoys were to 
Voldemort, and how badly they wanted to see harm come to Remus — 
and now to her. That single-minded hatred was driving her aunt to face 
this public unpleasantry just to advance or control their relationship 
with Scamander. 

Tonks noticed that Cornelius Fudge had broken away from the group 
and was presumably heading out of the hall toward the loo when he 
glanced in her direction. He slowed to a near stop and eyed her for a 
moment, clearly unsure who she was. Fudge knew a 
Metamorphmagus worked as an Auror for the Ministry, but by design 
he didn’t necessarily recognise her. 

“Something | can do for you, sir?” Tonks said as she straightened her 
posture a bit. 

“Tonks is it?” Fudge ventured uncertainly. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Ah.” He brightened considerably. “Lovely gala, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, sir. It’s very nice.” 

“So refreshing that the Ministry has something pleasant to celebrate,” 
he beamed, “instead of all the moping about in fear of You-Know-Who. 
Honouring the accomplishments of Newton Scamander brings a sense 
of pride back to our community, would you not agree?” Fudge’s chest 
puffed out in satisfaction. 

His perfect black robes and generally agreeable manner reminded 
Tonks of a parish priest. But he was far from harmless. His absolute 
inadequacy at his job made him just short of a hazard to the 
community that he claimed to cherish. 

“Yes, sir,” she lied. No sense arguing with the Minister of Magic when 
he pays your salary. 

“Well keep up the good work,” he said and moved on. 

Tonks shook her head and returned her attention to the crowd. It was 
an irony that the man she worked for could admire Scamander, while 
the man she loved despised nearly everything Scamander stood for. 
With her life and loyalty elsewhere now, she couldn’t help but wonder 
how long she could possibly last at the Ministry — a Ministry that 
lauded a werewolf hunter like Scamander. 

Upon finally observing the man in person today, Scamander was what 
Moody liked to call a featureless threat; he was the type of individual 


whose capacity for villainy seemed in contrast to an unassuming 
persona. He looked like an eccentric scientist; he was not particularly 
tall but appeared powerfully built, with wiry hair and wild eyebrows that 
spiked from behind his thick, black-framed glasses. There was nothing 
outward to distinguish him as a menacing force. 

The most curious thing about him was his obvious familiarity with her 
aunt. They were much closer and more comfortable with each other 
than Tonks would have guessed. It was the way they spoke to each 
other in whispers, the light touches on the arm or elbow. It was odd 
and Tonks was not impressed. 

Perhaps the only other person whose behaviour seemed more out of 
standard character was Severus Snape. Tonks watched him move 
amongst the other scientists and their wealthy patrons. He was not at 
ease, exactly, and yet he had an unmistakable affinity for this type of 
socialising. There was something calculating and waspish about him, 
giving off the impression that he was a far more dangerous man than 
Scamander. 

Regardless of how unremarkable Scamander seemed to her Auror’s 
eye, Tonks would never forget how shaken Remus had been after his 
encounter with him during the inquest. In her experience, Remus was 
the bravest of men and she understood now better than ever how little 
he had to fear from mortal men. 

The difference was, Scamander was a mortal man with the expertise 
and motivation to kill werewolves. If he sought to do them harm, it was 
only too possible that he could achieve it — or so Remus had 
reminded her countless times in the last few days. 

But Tonks didn’t believe for a second that she was in any danger here. 
Once or twice she’d had a feeling she was being watched, but knew it 
was just the echo of Remus’s paranoia. 

After all, the reception hall was jammed with witnesses — members of 
the public, Aurors, distinguished scientists, Dumbledore, the Minister of 
Magic — and it was a holiday eve. Rather than turning up anything 
interesting or useful with regard to this beast hunter or his plan against 
them, the hours on duty today had been deadly dull. 

Unless you were a scientist, a politician, or a member of high society 
there was nothing of substance to keep a person from running mad 
with boredom. It was even worse than she’d expected and proved she 
was right to resist her husband’s wish that she skive off. He’d been so 
sure something would go wrong, that something would happen to her 
and he had been unable to see past it. 

Remus couldn't seem to understand that she knew her job and was 
capable of handling a routine situation — even if it was on the day of a 
full moon. They had spent the last few days either arguing about it or 
treading carefully in stilted silence, both too stubborn to give in on their 


view. 

This morning’s row had been their worst, when Remus had made a 
last-ditch plea that she report in ill and just stay home with him... 
“Please reconsider the shift today,” he said quietly. “You're 
underestimating the dangers again and I’m afraid for you. Please, 
love.” 

He tried to kiss her but she was too angry. Despite her requests that 
he drop the subject, he had never stopped pressuring her about it. 
Throwing back the covers, Tonks rolled from the bed and grabbed her 
bathrobe from the hook on the door and jerked it on angrily before 
turning to face him. 

“You've got to get over this tendency to see doom in everything, 
Remus, or you're going to smother me.” 

Tonks felt the burn of tears and tried to swallow away a lump that had 
suddenly formed in her throat at the memory of his face when she’d 
said those last words. She had stomped off for a long shower, letting 
the hot water and steam take some of the vinegar out of her. It was 
difficult adjusting to someone worrying so much about her, having to 
consider a husband’s opinion in the decisions she was used to making 
for herself. 

She knew she’d reacted irrationally and had had every intention of 
apologising to him. But when she returned to their room, he had 
already gone. Upon the bed he’d left two small, beautifully wrapped 
Christmas gifts with a note that read: 

These are for tonight, so no peeking.I’m sorry I’ve made you angry. | 
love you. 

Tonks had slumped in a heap on the bed and cried for a good five 
minutes, wishing she could start their first Christmas Eve over again. 
But she would make it up to him tonight when they were alone, when 
she had the chance to tell him again how much she loved him. When 
she could finally tell him he was going to be a father. 

She’d been certain of the baby for just over a week, although it had 
seemed like a lifetime that she’d kept the secret from Remus. At first 
she hadn’t believed it could be true; it seemed impossibly soon. They 
hadn’t planned it and had yet to even talk about when their lives would 
be settled enough for a child. But it was too late for that now; one was 
coming anyway. 

Mad-Eye was the only person she’d told, and while it had bothered her 
conscience not to tell Remus first, she’d had her reasons. She needed 
Moody’s counsel as to how being pregnant would affect her status as 
an Auror, and if she would have to hide it as well as her lycanthropy. It 
was important that she be prepared with answers when she told her 
loving, but hand-wringing husband the news. 

Besides, she felt she owed Mad-Eye a confidence after not telling him 


she’d married Remus. Moody’s eye had spun for a moment before 
traveling over her womb. A slow, genuine smile had crept onto his 
weathered face and his human eye had grown misty when she asked if 
he was ready to play grandfather. 

Tonks unconsciously smoothed her hand down the front of her robes, 
hesitating for an instant over her belly. She smiled to herself, her own 
eyes misty now. She couldn't wait to tell Remus. 

Without a doubt in her mind, Tonks knew she had been pregnant since 
that night in Stirling, after she had fought through her first 
transformation. After the curse had finished converting her, the 
overwhelming instinct of their bond had taken control of them and they 
had made love until the moon’s power released them. That night had 
been so wild and wonderful. But it had come at a price. 

The vague smile faded from her lips. 

Tonks was afraid of the transformation she faced tonight. The pain she 
would have to endure was one thing, but what she feared most was 
the presence of terrifying evil that would return. She desperately did 
not want that evil in her mind and body, flowing in her veins, bringing 
its grotesque images and trying to force its will upon her. She didn’t 
want it whispering its savage madness to the defenseless life inside 
her. 

It was going to be difficult, but Tonks intended to fight even harder this 
time against the urge to transform. Now that she knew what to expect, 
she should be able to recognise the signs sooner and prevent the 
curse from affecting her and the child too much. After all, the worst of it 
only lasted a minute or two and she could make it. She could. 
Suddenly feeling dizzy, she took a few slow steps backward and 
leaned casually against the wall for support. She glanced at the clock 
again. It was half past three o'clock. It was still roughly twenty minutes 
before sunset but already she was feeling the pull of the moon. She 
wanted — needed — to be with Remus and within fifteen minutes, he 
would be five floors overhead and out on the street waiting for her. 
Tonks closed her eyes and took a deep breath, searching her heart 
and mind for the comforting presence of his feelings. Her pulse was 
racing and she was beginning to feel frantic to see him, touch him, 
hear the beating of his heart. She loved him so. Their argument this 
morning had been stupid and unnecessary and for the hundredth time 
that day, Tonks vowed never to behave that way again. 

“Are you feeling all right, my dear?” Dumbledore’s calm voice startled 
her. Snapping her eyes open, she met his concerned blue gaze. Tonks 
wondered how long her eyes had been closed and how long he had 
been standing there, teacup and saucer in hand. 

She forced a smile. “Yes, sir. But thank you for asking.” 

Over the brocaded shoulder of his rich amber robes, Dumbledore 


glanced at the huge wall clock before turning back to her. “There isn’t 
much time. | presume you will be leaving soon?” 

“Yes, sir. Remus is meeting me in front of the Ministry in a few 
minutes. After what happened last time, | can’t be late. He worries so 
much.” She shrugged. 

Dumbledore smiled warmly. “He loves you very much, my dear, and 
while Remus is a cautious man,” he tipped his head to peer at her over 
his glasses, “he also is wise.” 

“| know.” Tonks shuffled her feet and stared for a moment at the toes 
of her boots. “We had an argument this morning,” she blurted, and 
then glanced up at him in some embarrassment. “He didn’t want me to 
work today.” 

“| see.” 

“| hate that we started Christmas Eve that way. | don’t even know what 
Remus was going to be doing today.” 

“lam pleased to say that | can enlighten you on that point,” his eyes 
sparkled. “Remus spent at least some part of his day with Harry at the 
school.” 

She could not help but smile. 

“Only Grimmauld Place, Hogwarts, and his aunt’s home are safe 
enough for Harry and | left the choice to him. Not surprisingly, he 
chose the school. Harry is still unable to face Grimmauld Place without 
Sirius.” Dumbledore stared into his teacup a moment before taking a 
sip. 

“Harry won't be alone for Christmas, will he sir?” 

“No, his friends have chosen to remain with him. A/so not surprisingly.” 
“Well I’m glad Remus went to see Harry. It’s good for them both, | 
think.” 

“| agree.” 

Tonks nodded and then was nearly overwhelmed with dizziness again. 
She steadied herself against the wall. 

“Are you quite certain you're all right, Tonks?” Dumbledore’s concern 
had returned. 

“Yes, but it’s probably time for me to be on my way.” 

The older wizard studied her for another moment before his smile 
returned. “Happy Christmas to you and to Remus, my dear.” 

“Happy Christmas, sir.” 

She watched Dumbledore move away and mix back into the slowly 
thinning crowd. Tonks searched for Shacklebolt and caught his eye. 
He glanced at the clock and then back to her, his eyebrows raised in 
question. She nodded her intention to leave the gala and he nodded in 
return. Then Tonks turned and slipped out of the reception hall, 
stopping off in the women’s loo before heading upstairs. 

Tonks hid in a toilet stall until the ladies lounge was silent. She 


emerged and stood before the huge mirror with its beautiful, gold 
frame. The flames from the wall sconces near the row of washbasins 
were reflected in the mirror, its frame, and the pinkish white marble 
before her. None of the basins had taps; water poured from the mouth 
of long-necked golden swans, at just the right temperature. 

There was a large seasonal arrangement on a sideboard behind her 
and the smell of cedar and mulberry filled the room, nearly choking 
her. Another wave of trembling nausea rolled through her and Tonks 
checked her watch. She had five minutes left to meet Remus but she 
didn’t dare call it that close. He would have a difficult time finding her if 
she fainted there in the loo. 

Tonks closed her eyes briefly and relaxed into her natural appearance. 
Her short, dark hair was now framing a very pale face and the eyes 
that stared back at her had already begun to glow amber near the 
center. Placing her hands beneath the nearest swan, a stream cool 
water pooled in her hands and Tonks bent low over the sink to splash 
it on her face. 

It felt so good, so refreshing. She splashed several more handfuls and 
then reached for the hand towel that had materialised. Blotting the 
water from her face, she straightened up and glanced in the mirror 
again. Her aunt now stood behind her and Tonks felt her heart skip a 
beat. 

“There you are, Nymphadora,” said her aunt coolly. 

“Narcissa.” 

“You avoided the receiving line all afternoon, ignoring your own aunt 
on Christmas Eve. That was rather rude, don’t you think?” 

“lam here today as an employee of the Ministry, not as one of your 
guests.” 

“True,” she said, gazing past Tonks to look at herself in the mirror, “Still 
you might have said hello, met the guest of honor.” 

“Since when would you want to introduce me to anyone?” said Tonks. 
It was a statement, not a question. She folded the towel mechanically 
and placed it on the marble counter where it vanished. Her comment 
was ignored. 

“Are you feeling all right?” The words were spoken with decidedly cold 
insincerity. 

“I’m fine. My shift is over and I’m going home.” 

“| don’t believe so.” 

“Sorry?” 

“| don’t believe you’re fine at all. You don’t look well, Nymphadora.” 
Narcissa smiled strangely. 

“| assure you | am.” Tonks lifted her chin defiantly. “Now if you'll 
excuse me,” she said, making to move past the other woman. 

“Off to join your mate then, are you?” 


Tonks stopped in her tracks and turned back. “What?” 

Narcissa looked at her watch. “I should imagine that even now your 
blood is burning with need for him.” 

Tonks stared at her for a moment. “You’re not my aunt,” she 
whispered, fingers closing over the handle of her wand. 

Just as Tonks noticed the tip of a wand emerging from the cuff of the 
expensive emerald robes, she was held motionless by a simple 
impediment jinx. The wand then flicked toward the lounge door and 
locked it, but returned to cover her. 

“Clever girl,” came the reply. “But then who would know better than 
you that looks are deceiving?” 

The woman’s free hand slipped into a robe pocket and retrieved a vial 
of milky white liquid. Tonks recognised it instantly as the potion that 
reverses the effects of Polyjuice. Popping the stopper off with a 
perfectly manicured pink thumbnail, the woman drank it. 

She quickly stripped off the jeweled necklace and emerald robes, 
revealing an oversized man’s coat, dress shirt, tie, and trousers. But 
the clothing began to fill out as the feminine appearance dissolved 
away. In a matter of seconds, Newton Scamander stood before her 
and Tonks’s immobile body coursed with fear. 

“Now,” he smiled cruelly, “shall we go?” 

Tonks could do nothing as Scamander snaked his arm around her rigid 
waist and they both Disapparated. 
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Chapter 28: The Heart of Love 


With his back to the wall of semi-artistic graffiti, Remus waited by the 
broken and abandoned red phone box that marked the visitor’s 
entrance to the Ministry of Magic. It had been as good a place as any 
to meet. The street was deserted; the nearly dilapidated offices that 
lined it were closed up and the only other person he’d seen was a man 
who had staggered out of the adjacent pub and disappeared around 
the corner. 

The sky was almost dark now and it was snowing lightly but steadily, 
slowly converting London into the perfect picture of the season. The 
city was quieter than normal, with most magic and Muggle folk alike 
already in their homes, either avoiding the weather or preparing to 
celebrate the holiday. The hum of Muggle automobiles reached his 
ear, but they were distant and muted by the blanket of snow. 

Remus glanced at his watch in the streetlight. In just a few minutes 
Tonks would be there and soon they too could celebrate the holiday in 
their home. He could hardly contain his delight. In spite of the day’s 
unfortunate beginning, this was the first Christmas that had felt like 
Christmas to him in ages. 

The anticipation of it all had got to him this year in a way it hadn’t since 
he was a very young lad. Before going to visit Harry at the school, he’d 
spent the morning in Stirling doing a spot of cleaning and stocking the 
pantry. It wasn’t a lot, but at least now they would have food for 
tomorrow’s Christmas dinner. 

Remus had made sure to buy tea. 

He’d done some decorating as well and the Christmas tree looked 
beautiful, in spite of having no gifts beneath it yet. Tonks never missed 
a chance to give him gifts and for days now she’d been hinting at 
something special, so Remus assumed that whatever it was, she had it 
hidden away. 

Because she didn’t know the details of the plans he’d made, they 
would have to quickly stop by number twelve and pick up a few last 
minute things — including the gifts — before heading to Stirling and 
settling in. 

Maybe it had been a rather desperate romantic impulse, but he’d put 
the two small gifts on the bed this morning hoping they would brighten 
Tonks’s mood after their argument. One box contained their wedding 
rings, the other an old key to the front door of the house. Even if she 
didn’t know what they contained, perhaps the sight of them had left her 
with a better impression than he’d managed himself. 

The last comment she made this morning had lingered in his mind all 
day. He didn’t want to smother her. Tonks had managed perfectly well 


her entire life before he came along and he felt convicted to ease off, 
to learn not to show his worry so plainly or he would risk alienating her. 
Werewolf mating bonds were unbreakable and theirs was but two 
months old. He smiled then, still awed at times that she had chosen to 
be with him. But at the rate he was going, Tonks could quickly come to 
dread just how longforever with him was going to be. It would be far 
better if she always loved him madly and if he focused on smothering 
her with kisses instead of control and worry. 

Remus consoled himself with the knowledge that if she weren't all 
right, he would know it. The faint glow of her spirit was always with him 
and that connection gave him peace, although it had puzzled him of 
late. The sensation was changing in subtle ways he couldn’t put his 
finger on; in the last month it seemed to be slowly growing brighter. 
Maybe it was simply that she was gathering strength as a true lycan 
now, compelled by the same forces he was. 

And while the curse would always bring suffering, there were benefits 
as well. He could remember only too vividly how aggressive Tonks had 
been in bed the night of her first transformation, how the sight and feel 
of her new form had affected him. In those hours, his long-divided soul 
and flesh had felt whole. He’d been free. It seemed a moral wrong to 
crave the moon’s return for any reason and yet he did, knowing they 
would be together again in that wild way. 

Remus drew a ragged breath as his body reacted to the images his 
memory fed him. Leaning against the frame of the phone box, he rana 
hand though his hair and swept away the drops of melted snow that 
had collected. He pulled his overcoat tighter around him, shivering 
against the weather’s chill and a trace of blood fever. The Wolfsbane 
could not completely quell its effect as the moon poised itself to break 
over the unseen horizon. 

Soon she would be in his arms. Soon. 

Remus checked his watch again. Then in a frightening instant 
everything changed. His heart stopped beating as a sudden terror filled 
his mind. She was screaming for him. 

Without hesitation, Remus concentrated on the Atrium inside the 
Ministry and Disapparated. He broke into a run the moment his feet 
materialised on the gleaming wood floor, the heels of his worn shoes 
echoing in the hallway. 

Reaching the first gold grille, he very nearly crashed into an elderly 
gentleman leaving the lift. Remus grabbed him by the arms. 

“The reception — where is it?” he demanded. 

“Reception?” replied the man, temporarily confused. 

“The Scamander gala! What floor?” 

Remus shook him roughly and the man complained. The older wizard 
was Clearly ruffled but remained stubborn. 


“That affair is invitation only,” he said. 

Already towering over the smaller man, Remus leaned down 
menacingly. “Where?’ he growled. 

“L-I-level f-five,” said the man, shock on his pale face. 

Remus released him and stepped into the lift. “Level Five. Quickly,” he 
shouted to the unseen operator. Remus got one last glance at the 
unfortunate man he’d questioned. “Sorry,” he offered mechanically, 
and then the grille slid closed. 

The cool voice began to announce the departments located on each 
floor but Remus didn’t hear them. As soon as the lift came to a stop 
and the grille opened, Remus squeezed through and was on the run 
again, heading for the large open doors of the reception room at the 
end of the hall. About halfway there, an invisible force took hold of his 
arm and he was jerked to a sudden stop before being dragged inside 
the women’s loo. 

Moody’s head appeared from under his Invisibility Cloak a second 
later. His countenance was grim. 

“What’s happened, Moody? Where is she?” 

“She’s been taken.” 

“Taken? How?” 

“I’ve been a step behind her all day, Lupin, just as we agreed.” Moody 
was speaking quickly. “But | didn’t follow her in here,” his magical eye 
spun around the ladies lounge. “The only person to enter this room 
after Tonks was her aunt, Narcissa Malfoy, and | — | thought it proper 
to wait outside, damn it all,” Moody spit the words bitterly. 

“Go on.” Remus wouldn’t waste energy being angry with Moody. If 
their places had been reversed, chances are he wouldn't have 
followed two women into the loo either. 

“| was able to make out normal conversation through the door and | 
could still see Scamander from here,” Mad-Eye nodded toward the 
open doors. 

Remus glanced down the hallway and was able to recognise the beast 
hunter amongst his admirers. 

“So | wasn’t highly concerned,” Moody went on. “But then when neither 
reappeared—’” the veteran Auror’s eye spun again. “Tonks might have 
Apparated away, but | doubted Narcissa had — not in the middle of 
her party. When | tested the door and found it locked, | knew. By the 
time | got in they were gone.” 

“She’s terrified, Alastor, | can feel it.” Remus was close to shaking 
visibly now. 

“| found this.” Moody stretched out his gnarled hand, the stopper of a 
vial upon his palm. “It had to be Scamander, in Polyjuice. I’m guessing 
the Scamander in there,” he jerked his head toward the reception hall 
again, “is Narcissa. They switched. It’s the oldest trick in the book.” 


“He’s taken Tonks to Salisbury then,” Remus said numbly. 

Mad-Eye nodded. “Not much doubt.” 

“How do | get inside the laboratory?” Remus straightened up and 
steeled himself. 

“During my surveillance there, | modified the security to allow a simple 
Alohomora, in case we needed an easy way back in. A child could 
enter, if they knew where the building was concealed.” 

“I’m going after her.” 

Mad-Eye nodded again. “I'll handle the Malfoy woman and inform 
Dumbledore, then I'll be at the farm as soon as | can.” Moody hesitated 
and his mismatched eyes met Remus’s. “Take extra care, Remus. 
There’s so much at stake.” 

Remus swallowed hard and tried to take a deep breath. The gravity of 
Moody’s cryptic words and expression only added to his anxiety. 
“She’s everything, Alastor.” 

The brightness of the snow lent an eerie light to the pastoral scene of 
the farm. Only his set of footprints had disturbed the collected drifts, 
the trail leading from where Remus had Apparated near the corner of 
the barn to the inexplicably unconcealed door to the laboratory. It didn’t 
seem possible that Scamander would be expecting him, but he was 
obviously expecting someone. 

Remus closed one hand around the rusted iron handle of the door but 
hesitated; he was afraid to step inside. Tonks was here, he could feel 
it. He could also feel her fear as surely as if it were his own and it all 
rushed him at once. He had no plan, no way of knowing what he faced. 
All he knew was that she needed him. Drawing the wand from his 
pocket, he pushed the door open as quietly as he could. 

The laboratory was mostly dark inside, the main source of light coming 
in a single beam from the ceiling that illuminated a platform toward the 
far side of the room. Scamander had Tonks upon the raised surface, 
her bare feet chained to the floor of it, hands tethered by chains that 
descended from a metal bar overhead. Her chin rested on her chest 
and although even from this distance she should be able to hear him, 
she did not look in his direction. 

Remus struggled to control his rage. He cast his eyes around the dark 
edges of the room, looking for a sign of the beast hunter. He slowly 
advanced, steering his way through workbenches, shelves lined with 
indistinct objects, and several rows of filing cabinets. As he rounded a 
corner and finally faced the platform, a plush wing chair had also come 
into view. 

Scamander sat in the chair casually, his wand leveled at Remus’s 
chest. He instantly uttered a spell that Remus did not recognise and 
then his face twisted into a smile. 


Scamander’s spell had not disarmed him and he felt no measurable 
difference. Still wary, Remus took another step toward the platform. 
Tonks flinched in pain. Another step and she flinched again. Glancing 
back at Scamander, his smile had widened. 

“Yes. Any move you make to help her — or to harm me — will cause 
her agony. The spell is most useful in the field, although it is typically 
invoked to cause an animal pain if it attempts to approach me. 
However, I’ve never had the opportunity to use it in the separation of a 
mated pair and it adds a certain dimension to my experiment.” 
“Experiment?” Remus asked cautiously. 

“The first of many, | assure you.” 

Tonks lifted her head then and Remus shifted his gaze to her. She 
remained silent but her glassy eyes showed recognition and she 
seemed strengthened by his presence. He could sense the fear and 
hallucinations she was experiencing and her slight body shook with 
chills from the fever. There was a smear of blood on her foot. 

“What have you done to her?” 

“A simple Stupefy. In her degraded condition it has dulled her wits. | 
drew blood and performed a few standard tests — with intriguing 
results | might add. But nothing harmful.” He paused for a moment and 
leaned forward in his chair. “Now. Surrender your wand,” Scamander 
ordered. At the obvious hesitation he added, “It will only cause her pain 
to use it.” He spoke the words as if to a child. 

“And if | move to hand it to you, it will cause her pain.” 

His unpleasant smile returned. “You learn quickly. Excellent.” 

Wand still trained on him, Scamander rose and stepped forward, his 
other hand outstretched. Handle first, Remus reluctantly submitted his 
only weapon and watched Scamander return to the chair. 

“You were expecting me, then?” Remus felt a need to stall and try to 
get a better understanding of the situation they were in; the situation 
into which, hopefully, Moody would soon be arriving. 

“Mmm. The door. Yes.” Scamander hesitated again, considering him. 
“| did expect you. Bonded pairs have been known to locate each other 
across great distances but | confess your swiftness and accuracy 
astonish me.” 

Remus could not tell if Scamander believed the bond explanation or if 
he was trying to gain evidence of Order intelligence activities. Maybe 
he was simply fishing for information or stalling for reinforcements 
himself. 

“Why are you doing this? What is it you want from us?” 

“Your cooperation, of course.” 

“Release her and | will take her place.” 

“You are in no position to bargain. You have violated wizard law not 
once, but twice. And that is without counting the savage murders you 


have doubtless committed,” he said coldly. 

Scamander was baiting him to confirm the suspicion that he’d killed 
Bellatrix. Remus remained silent. 

“Your lawless disregard for the Werewolf Registerand the Ban on 
Experimental Breeding makes you an unsympathetic creature — even 
by werewolf standards. And yet you wonder why the public mistrusts 
and despises your kind.” 

“Ban on Experimental Breeding? What—’ Remus was genuinely 
confused. 

Scamander suddenly pointed an accusing finger back toward Tonks. 
“The child she carries is, without question, a crossbreed and since 
there has never been another creature like it born on this Earth, it is 
the very definition ofexperimental.” 

“Remus...” Tonks whispered, the chains around her flexing hands 
clinking quietly. 

At the soft sound of her voice, he looked up and met her tearful eyes. 
He felt strangely hollow inside and couldn't breathe. 

“Child?” he repeated quietly. 

Tonks nodded weakly between the wracking chills. The tears spilled 
over, running down her cheeks. She was still heavily under the 
stunning spell. 

“Oh God,” Remus whispered and thoughtlessly took a step toward her. 
He stopped short when she winced in pain. 

“Furthermore, |’m afraid you are missing the point,” Scamander’s 
emotionless tone cut across the brief, personal moment. 

Remus forced his eyes away from his wife and tried to calm his racing 
mind and emotions. 

“In light of what’s happened, any objections you might raise are 
incidental,” Scamander continued. 

“You can’t intend to keep us here, caged like laboratory animals?” 
“Indeed not. You will both be implanted with a tracking device that | 
may use to summon you at will. That way | can regularly monitor your 
activities, study her unique form and behaviour, and chart the 
development of the fetus. Each time your memories will be modified, of 
course, and then you will be released until the next data point. It’s 
standard practice for a long-term study of this kind.” 

Scamander spoke of their lives so clinically that Remus could hardly 
take it in. 

“Why do you hate werewolves so that you could do this?” he said, 
almost to himself. “Lycans don’t ask to be cursed; they do nothing to 
deserve the difficult life they lead. But for the grace of God it could be 
you, Scamander, don’t you see that?” 

“You mistake me for an enemy and | assure you | am not. | ama 
scientist. However, you have made enemies,” he said distantly. He 


shook his head as if in determination. “But | have no interest in those 
affairs. The political animal is one that does not interest me in the 
least.” 

“What are they offering you?” 

“The specific details | shall keep confidential, if you please.” 
Scamander paused and considered Remus again. “Il can say that in 
exchange for your capture and tagging, | will receive continued funding 
for my research and the opportunity to study the pair of you. | am now 
hoping through the birth, at least. Unfortunately that will leave my 
research incomplete, but I’m certain your enemies will refuse my 
request to extend the study.” 

“And then?” Remus could already guess the terrible answer. 

“| will attempt to argue the scientific considerations for allowing the 
child to survive. Beyond that, I’m afraid your fate,” Scamander 
motioned between Remus and Tonks, “has already been determined. 
It is out of my hands.” 

“| see.” 

Both he and Tonks had known for some time they were targets, but 
Remus had expected a swifter death — not to be killed after being 
subjected to a long, humiliating clinical study for the lesson books. He 
couldn’t have imagined there would be an orphaned child, left to the 
questionable mercy of a man like Scamander. Or the Malfoys. 

A child. 

Moody had to arrive soon. Remus marshaled his strength, focusing his 
thoughts on finding a means of escape. Watching Tonks from his 
helpless distance, he noticed that the manacles fit loosely around her 
wrists and ankles. 

He couldn’t be sure that Scamander had not cast a spell to prevent her 
shape shifting, but it seemed unlikely; such a spell would surely 
interfere with the transformation he seemed so keen to witness. 
Scamander wasn’t an expert on Metamorphmagi; if he had overlooked 
that detail, Tonks could easily get free of the chains when her full 
senses returned. There was hope. 

“| don’t hate lycans,” Scamander continued thoughtfully, “they 
represent the centerpiece of my life’s work. | respect them; | respect 
the very real danger they pose to the health and welfare of human 
society and have devoted a large part of my career to studying them 
and educating the public. | created the Registeras a benefit to lycans 
so they might be governed and controlled.” 

“And you claim political matters don’t interest you? Werewolves don’t 
need to be controlled. The Wolfsbane Potion allows for—” 

“lam well acquainted with the so-called miracle that is Wolfsbane. It 
may indeed be helpful in the suppression of the worst characteristics of 
lycanthropy, but like any treatment it is only effective when actually 


taken. Werewolves are not necessarily to be depended upon in that 
respect.” 

“| take it,” Remus countered. 

“Yes, unless you wish to make a kill.” Scamander raised his eyebrows. 
Remus said nothing. 

“So you take the potion and yet, apparently, she does not.” 

“Only for the health of the baby,” Remus lied. He wasn’t about to 
explain that Wolfsbane would suppress her metamorph capabilities. 
That would risk reminding Scamander that she could change her form 
at any moment and slip the chains. 

“How very interesting.” 

“Please. Let her — let them go — and I'll stay.” 

“You don’t seem to understand. Although you will likely serve a useful 
purpose in later studies, you are a garden-variety lycan with no 
distinguishing characteristics — the like of which I’ve studied countless 
times. She, on the other hand—” he motioned over his shoulder toward 
Tonks, “represents an unparalleled opportunity.” 

Tonks whimpered in pain. Remus didn’t need to look at his watch now 
to know that the sun had more than set and the moon was climbing to 
take its place. The transformation was upon her. 

“Ah, at last,” Scamander breathed. He stood and pushed his chair 
away before facing the platform, careful to remain between Remus and 
Tonks. 

“Please. She needs—” Remus fought the impulse to step closer to her. 
“Please, let me go to her.” 

“No,” Scamander said bluntly, not taking his eyes from her. “The 
transformation of such a hybrid has never been recorded in scientific 
literature. | shall be the first. It must occur without your interference.” 
Moments later, Remus was forced to watch as a seizure jerked her 
body and she cried out. Her yellow eyes sought and held his as she 
strained against the shackles. The telltale inky lines were appearing 
everywhere on her face and neck. A series of horrible, rocking soasms 
came in quick succession. 

The sight of her twisting and shaking body flooded his heart with 
compassion and Remus stepped forward but the instant he moved she 
gave a high-pitched howl. The sickening sound of splintering bone, 
rattling chains, and agony filled the laboratory. 

Just as he had seen in Stirling, the surface of her skin stretched and 
pulsed with expanding muscle and her clothing split and fell away. The 
shape of her face shifted and popped, stretching out into large jaws 
and huge teeth. Her hands and feet were the last to crack and 
lengthen, the fingers and toes once again becoming curved, lethal 
claws. She panted and swayed, still suspended from the chains. 

It was over. 


Tonks had allowed the curse to alter her body to the very edge of full 
transformation. This physical form was far beyond the alluring, feral 
creature she had become for him a month ago. The feelings he could 
sense from her now possessed an animalistic clarity. But there was 
still enough human left in her to direct her actions and Remus 
suddenly realised that she intended to kill Scamander. 

Remus couldn’t see the other man’s face from where he stood but he 
didn’t need to. Scamander was both speechless and motionless. In his 
scientific fascination, he had made the mistake of staring at her for too 
long. He'd fallen victim to the predatory magic of her haunted eyes and 
was now completely incapable of movement. 

Remus had no doubt it was maternal instinct driving her to protect her 
child, herself, and her mate. But there were other ways besides murder 
to deal with the threat Scamander represented and Tonks would regret 
killing him for the rest of her life. 

He had to stop her. 

Just as he had suspected, Tonks used her final burst of energy to 
morph the shape of her feet and hands — just long enough to slip from 
the manacles. In a matter of seconds she had bounded from the 
platform — claws and teeth bared — and was lunging for Scamander. 
No werewolf would attack its mate and even in his human form, 
Remus knew she recognised him. He had nothing to fear from her. 

At the last second, he dashed forward and shoved Scamander away. 
In the rush, she closed her eyes at the fresh pain caused by his 
sudden move toward her and she didn’t see him in her path until they 
had collided. 

Remus stared into her unblinking amber eyes, a curious mixture of 
surprise, fear, and ebbing anger in them as she held him motionless. 
Mute with shock, his eyes drifted down to where her long, slender 
claws lay buried in his chest. She withdrew them and then he was 
stumbling backward, going slack as he fell against a filing cabinet and 
crumbled. 

She hadn't meant to hurt him. 

For a few moments of surreal silence, Remus was aware that he had 
already begun to drift away from life as he had known it. He was 
conscious yet strangely disconnected from the pressure building inside 
him as blood poured from his damaged heart, rapidly filling his chest 
cavity. 

lt was a mortal wound and he knew it. 

With difficulty, Remus raised his head and sought her eyes once more. 
She was shifting again, changing and melting. There were tears of 
panic and grief on her lovely face and she fell on her knees beside 
him. Slowly, carefully, she pulled him into her arms, against her 
beautiful, bare body. 


Please, God, no, she kept saying. 

He wanted to say that he loved her. That he didn’t blame her. That she 
and their child would be all right. 

But he could not speak. 

His vision of her was fading and he heard familiar voices calling his 
name. It was his mother. James. Lily. And Sirius. Remus felt invisible, 
gentle hands reaching for him, drawing him away from Tonks and their 
life together. 

He didn’t want to leave her. 
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Chapter 29: Truce 


“Please, God, no.” 

The world had stopped. There was nothing in it but the love and fear 
and grief she felt. 

“Please, God, no.” 

Remus lay in her lap and his icy-warm blue eyes were fixed on hers 
yet they seemed to see through her, beyond her. His face was 
expressionless; the faint wheezing gurgle that accompanied each of 
his shallow breaths brought a desperate terror to her. 

“Please, God, no.” 

Tonks frantically searched within herself for the essence of his spirit; it 
was growing colder, dimmer. She smoothed the fringe from his 
forehead. 

“Please, God, no.” 

Tonks heard the soft popping sound but it didn’t register. A few 
moments later, Moody pulled back the hood of his Invisibility Cloak and 
his grizzled face appeared across from her as he knelt near Remus 
too. Shock and concern etched his features. 

“What happened, child?” 

Before she could speak a reply, another voice answered. 

“He prevented her from attacking me during transformation,” 
Scamander said in a strange voice, speaking from just behind her. “It 
was an accident. Not once in fifty years have | seen such a thing.” 
Moody’s hand appeared and he leveled his wand at the man. It 
followed Scamander’s movement as he dropped to his knee next to 
her. After a silent, permission-seeking glance Scamander reached one 
hand for Remus’s wrist, the other for the side of his neck. 

“He’s alive. But—” 

“But what?” Moody growled. 

Scamander pressed the back of his hand to Remus’s cheek and then 
gently moved her hand aside to test the temperature of his forehead. 
Then Scamander drew open the front of Remus’s overcoat. 

Tonks momentarily shifted her eyes from her husband’s face. A large, 
wet stain had darkened the front of his electric blue shirt where blood 
had seeped from the ten puncture wounds in his chest. Tonks felt a 
deepening despair at the sight of the injuries she had inflicted. Swiftly 
working to unbutton the shirt, Scamander leaned close and examined 
the gashes. 

“The exterior wounds show signs of healing,” he pointed at the three 
cuts directly over Remus’s heart, “but it would appear the heart has 
been damaged beyond its ability to be repaired through regeneration 
alone.” 


“What’s it mean, man?” Moody demanded. 

“It means he is unable to heal himself and will die the same as any 
mortal. He is hemorrhaging,” Scamander motioned over the growing 
discolouration of the flesh around Remus’s heart, “slowly bleeding to 
death.” 

Tonks choked back a sob. 

“What can be done?” Moody pressed. 

The scientist shook his head. “I don’t know. Perhaps—’” 

Moody pointed his wand at Scamander’s face. “Perhaps what? Let’s 
have it straight!” 

“Years ago | developed a simple stimulant to accelerate classic 
regeneration in werewolves,” Scamander spoke quickly, “it proved very 
helpful in studying the stages of recovery from transformation.” 

“How will that help him?” Tonks asked quietly. 

“If his regenerative powers were stimulated, or boosted, his heart could 
potentially repair itself just enough to stay ahead of complete failure — 
and long enough to get him to Healers at St. Mungo’s. There’s no 
guarantee he will live, but it might improve his chances for survival.” 
Mad-Eye leaned forward slightly and jabbed his wand under 
Scamander’s chin. “Get it for him or you’re dead.” 

Moody maintained the pressure on Scamander’s jaw and both men 
rose and moved away beyond the rows of cabinets toward the 
workbench. 

“Stay with me, Remus,” Tonks begged softly. “You said you would 
never leave me. Forever, you said.” She choked back another sob. 
“Please.” Tonks closed her eyes and focused all her love and need on 
the delicate thread that connected their souls, trying not to let her 
feelings of anguish and helplessness affect him. 

The men returned quickly. Moody still had his wand trained on 
Scamander as the scientist knelt next to Remus again. He deftly 
slipped a long, Muggle-style needle through the fabric of Remus’s 
trousers and pressed the pale blue liquid from a vial into his upper 
thigh. Within seconds, Tonks could feel a feverish heat fill Remus’s 
body. 

“That is all | can do for him,” said Scamander plainly as he got to his 
feet again. “He needs a Healer now — without delay.” 

“He'll have to Apparate with one of us,” Mad-Eye said to her. “I don’t 
like it, but there’s no time for a safety margin. | know you want to go 
with him, but can you manage him on your own? Someone's got to 
deal with him,” Moody flicked his wand over Scamander. 

Tonks stared at Mad-Eye then. Her brain was too numb with panic to 
think. She had no clothes. She didn’t know where her wand was. She 
didn’t care about Scamander now — she didn’t care about anything 
but that Remus would live. “I don’t have my wand—” 


“You’ve no time to concern yourselves with me,” Scamander said 
calmly. “If you will allow it, I'll go with you to St. Mungo’s. 
Understanding the nature of mortal wounds in werewolves requires 
experience with their physiology and | may be able to provide insight or 
assistance to the Healers.” 

Moody’s magical eye studied Scamander’s countenance for a moment 
and then he nodded at Tonks as a sign that the final decision was 
hers. Mad-Eye pointed his wand at Remus’s still form and levitated him 
from the floor. Then he whipped the Invisibility Cloak from his 
shoulders and tossed it to Tonks so she could cover herself. 

“Why would you help us now?” Tonks asked, getting to her feet. 

“It was never my desire to see him dead. | don't kill living beings, | 
study them. And he saved my life; | am in his debt,” he said, looking 
her in the eye. “I'll get your wand.” 

Scamander disappeared around the row of cabinets and Tonks turned 
to Moody as he prepared to Disapparate, Remus held fast in his arms. 
“Go on and take him, Moody — now. Please hurry,” she said. “I’m right 
behind you.” 

“Are you sure, child?” Moody tipped his head in the direction 
Scamander had gone. 

“Yes. Remus is what matters. Go.” 

Moody nodded and Remus’s head slipped down his shoulder. Tears 
threatened as Tonks absorbed the reality that she might never see 
Remus alive again. Rising on her toes, she quickly placed a soft kiss 
on his mouth. “Stay with me, husband,” she whispered, and then they 
were gone. 

As Tonks headed after Scamander to get her wand, the door to the 
laboratory pushed open. Dumbledore had arrived, followed by a bound 
Narcissa, and Shacklebolt. Dumbledore moved directly toward her as 
Kingsley prodded her uncooperative aunt in the same direction. 
“Alastor informed me of your abduction from the reception. | am most 
relieved to see that you are all right, my dear,” said Dumbledore. “As 
you can see | have persuaded your aunt to accompany us, in the 
hopes that she might be able to answer a few questions. Where are 
Alastor and Remus?” 

“Remus—” Tonks took in a shuddering breath, a sob seizing her chest. 
“What has happened?” 

“He has sustained a critical injury to the heart,” said Scamander, 
answering for her as he returned. Shacklebolt leveled his wand at the 
scientist. 

“Mad-Eye’s just taken him to St. Mungo’s and we’re headed there 
now,” she said. 

“We?” Dumbledore raised a silver brow and cast a glance toward 
Scamander. 


“He believes he might be able to help Remus. I’m sorry, sir, but | must 
go—" 

“Yes of course, my dear. You will both be in my thoughts,” he said 
gravely. “Allow me.” Dumbledore placed a teacup upon the nearby lab 
table. Apparently it had served as the Portkey that brought them there 
and he hastily recharmed it for St. Mungo’s. 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“| won't forget this betrayal, Newton.” It was Narcissa who spoke, her 
voice like sweet but deadly poison. “You are risking your position to 
save the life of an abomination,” she said coldly. 

Too many intense feelings were churning inside her and before Tonks 
had thought it out, she stepped forward. Her hand flew free of the 
invisible sleeve and slapped her aunt’s pale, sneering face. Tonks 
blinked away the tears that blurred her vision. 

“You had better pray that Remus lives because if he doesn’t, neither 
will you.” 

With every muscle of her tense body trembling, Tonks stepped back 
and glanced at Scamander. Together they touched the edge of the cup 
and the pull of the Portkey joined all the other strange feelings inside 
her. 

Stay with me, Remus. 

Tonks jerked awake suddenly from where she’d fallen asleep in her 
waiting room chair. The first thought in her conscious mind was to 
search for the faint glow of Remus in her heart. The thread was siill 
there, still binding them. She sighed then, reflexively moving her hand 
to the back of her neck to massage the soreness before both hands 
tried to rub the sleep from her eyes. She didn’t feel well. 

The Healers had worked most of the night and finally managed to stop 
the bleeding. Remus was very weak but stable. Scamander had 
explained that with each passing hour that Remus’s heart held the 
healing spell, his chances for a full recovery increased. Then at some 
point, his heart should respond to his body’s natural regeneration and 
heal quickly. 

Tonks and Moody had been here a full day now. She wasn’t allowed in 
her husband’s room except for brief visits; she could look at him but 
could not touch him. He needed complete, uninterrupted rest and had 
been placed into a deep catatonic state. Remus could be asleep for 
hours, possibly days. But he was still alive. 

Mad-Eye appeared from around the corner then, two brimming cups of 
pumpkin juice sloshing as he stumped toward her on his uneven feet. 
Tonks allowed herself a small smile at his devotion. He had brought 
her proper clothes, juice, and food she had not touched. He was as 
worried for her as he was for Remus, continually trying to convince her 


to go home a while and rest. And although she was dead tired, she 
couldn't leave. 

“You should go and rest, Tonks,” Moody said as he handed her one of 
the cups and collapsed in the chair beside her. 

She smiled faintly into Moody’s human eye. “I need to be here.” 

“You'll do your man no good if you run yourself down. I'll stay with him 
and promise to fetch you if there’s any change,” he offered. 

“Thanks but no. | couldn’t rest anyway — not until | know he’s really all 
right.” 

“He’s going to be sleeping — which is what you should be doing.” 

“It's my fault he’s here, Mad-Eye.” Tears burned painfully in her tired, 
cried-out eyes. “I can’t stop thinking about the shocked look in his eyes 
when I—” she wiped roughly at her tears, “I’m so ashamed of the last 
words | said to him.” 

Moody sighed. “I understand that feeling. The last thing | said to my 
wife was a complaint about lumps in my porridge. Not a day goes by | 
don’t regret that.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“But it’s a lesson learned, right?” 

“| hope Remus will forgive me.” 

Moody was quiet for some time before he spoke again. “Lupin’s a 
different sort, but in a good way — evenhanded and constant. In spite 
of what | may’ve said before, he’s a man who can live the balance 
between caution and unruliness. He’s good for you.” 

“I’m just not so sure I’m good for him.” 

“He loves you, child.” Moody patted her hand. 

Tonks felt another wave of guilt sickness and got to her feet to walk it 
off. She was dizzy. 

“All right there?” 

“I’m just tired, Mad-Eye — and sore.” She rubbed at her lower back. “I 
was very sore after the last transformation too. Remus said...” 

Tonks felt herself sway on uncertain feet; the room had spun 
momentarily and then quickly gone dark. Moody’s voice calling her 
name was the last thing she heard before she fainted. 

Slowly, by degrees, Remus became conscious of his surroundings. He 
didn’t feel well; he was groggy and aching. There seemed to be an 
invisible weight pressing on him and each breath magnified the 
soreness in his chest. An antiseptic smell filled the air. It was several 
minutes before he was fully aware and able to comprehend where he 
was. Opening his eyes, he tried to focus on the ceiling of his recovery 
room at St. Mungo’s. 

It didn’t take long before he remembered why he was there. 
Scamander had taken Tonks from the Ministry gala. Her 


transformation. The attack. Her claws. He also remembered her grief 
as she held him. The echo of her pleading words had filled him and 
even now he could feel her sadness. 

Remus ignored the pain in his body and tried to sit up. His eyes 
searched the dimly lit room. Moody was slumped in a chair but his 
magical eye had kept watch and stirred him suddenly from his doze. 
But Tonks was not there and Remus felt a strange and unfamiliar 
loneliness. He needed to see her, feel her. Perhaps she was just 
outside. 

Moody got to his uneven feet and approached the bed. “It’s good to 
see you awake, Lupin,” his gruff voice was quiet. “You've given us all 
quite a fright.” 

“How long have | been here?” Remus could barely recognise the 
reedy, whispering voice as his own. It was painful to speak. 

“Three days.” 

“Three days,” Remus repeated, easing himself back on the bed. 

“It took a while to get the bleeding stopped. Then the Healers kept you 
down in a sort of sleep state until your heart could mend.” 

“Is Tonks here?” 

“No, she’s -” Moody hesitated unnaturally, “resting.” 

“Oh.” Remus couldn’t hide his disappointment. 

“Tonks was here, Remus — the first night and all the next day. She 
refused to leave you, the poor lamb,” Moody said quietly, “and never 
would've if not for—” 

Remus dropped his gaze to watch as Mad-Eye continuously shifted 
the brim of the lime green bowler in his trembling hands. 

“What is it, Alastor?” 

Both of Moody’s eyes were cast at the floor. 

“Alastor?” 

“Since the accident she’s not done a thing but torture herself. Couldn’t 
sleep, couldn’t eat—” 

“What’s happened?” Remus felt the invisible pressure on his chest 
increase. 

Moody raised a damp eye to him and crumpled the hat with his fingers. 
“She lost the child, Remus.” 

“Oh God.” Remus closed his eyes. The weight of this news threatened 
his ability to breathe as it injured his fragile heart in a different way. It 
suddenly made sense why he felt such a deep sadness from her; she 
was dealing with a miscarriage along with all the other terrible trials of 
the last few days. 

“By rights it shouldn't have been me that told you, but in light of what’s 
happened—’” 

“It’s all right, Alastor, | understand.” Remus swallowed painfully. “How 
is she?” 


Moody shook his head. “Few things are harder to accept than the loss 
of a child,” he said distantly. “But | know she'll be all the better for 
seeing you.” 

“When can | see her, Alastor? | need to see her.” 

“Now that you’ve come round, well,” Moody paused, “she'll not be able 
to stay away. I'll tell her you’ve asked after her.” 

Remus gave a small nod. “Thank you.” 

Mad-Eye hesitated a moment, as if there had been something else he 
wanted to say. But then he left without another word. 

Remus felt sick. Still feeling very tired, he closed his eyes. He had so 
hoped that things would settle down into some semblance of a normal 
life for them. It couldn’t elude them forever. It just couldn’t. 

He had been visited by that dream again. The vision of a warm day by 
the stream, children playing, a lovely and contented woman, and utter 
peace in his soul. The shining skull was still there, but this time the 
spectre caused him no fear and he was struck anew by the dream’s 
clarity. 

Remus knew he lay in his hospital bed and yet he tried to let his mind 
linger in the dreamlike world between sleep and wakefulness. When 
Tonks entered his life, a whole other part of him had awakened. Even 
his dreams had come alive and in them, his deepest feelings had 
begun to express themselves in ways they never had before. He had 
come to realise that through them, he could catch a glimpse of his 
future. 

Their future. 

He opened his eyes then to see her familiar silhouette in the doorway 
of his hospital room. The bright light beyond her in the hall cast a glow 
and she looked as though she wore a halo. 

“Angel,” he whispered. 

Tonks closed the door and moved toward him slowly, but he couldn't 
see her face until she reached the side of his bed. She was pale and 
sad and yet still so beautiful. Her tearful expression was one of grief 
and gratitude. It felt like forever since she’d been this near. Remus 
reached out for her. 

“| don’t want to hurt you,” she said, her soft voice uncertain. “Again.” 

“It will hurt me far worse if | can’t hold you. Come here.” 

Remus carefully shifted to the far edge of the bed and she sat down 
gingerly. Tonks hesitated a moment before lying next to him and 
turning into his arms. She laid her head on his shoulder and let one 
arm rest across his belly, careful not to get too near the bandage on 
his chest. He pulled her as close as he could. 

They briefly held each other in silence before Tonks dissolved into 
tears. She clung to him desperately and cried; the kind of soulful, 


aching sobs for which there is no consolation. It was as if she had 
been trying to hold it all in and Remus grieved for the pain and loss 
she felt. He stroked her hair and whispered soothing words until she 
had quieted. 

“I’m sorry, Remus, for everything I’ve cost you,” she whispered. 

“Oh, love, please don’t say that.” He sighed. “None of what’s happened 
is your fault.” 

She finally leaned back so she could look at him. Her face was pink 
and teardrops clung to her long, dark lashes. “But it is, Remus. If I’d 
listened to you about the dangers — if | hadn’t insisted on working the 
gala—” 

“But Tonks—” 

“I’m too prideful, Remus, and | don’t listen. I’m prideful and deaf and 
clumsy. God forgive me, | nearly killed you.” 

“But you didn’t. I'm here. And | was the one that got in your way. It 
wasn't your fault.” 

“| lost our child,” she said in a small voice, renewed grief on her face, 
“our child.” Fresh tears slid from her reddened eyes and she looked 
away. 

“| know, love, and I’m so sorry. I’m disappointed too,” he turned her 
face until their eyes met again, “but that wasn’t your fault either,” he 
said softly. 

“But — but what if that was our only chance?” she sniffled tearfully. 
“What if there’s something wrong with me and | can’t get pregnant 
again or can’t stay that way? What if—” 

“Tonks, listen to me,” he said calmly, wiping a tear from her face with 
his thumb, “there’s nothing wrong with you. In fact, there’s nothing 
wrong with either of us.” 

“What do you mean either of us?” 

“When | went to see Severus, he decided that three years into 
Wolfsbane therapy was the right time to tell me that sterility was a 
potential side effect.” 

“See? That’s just what | mean,” she said miserably. “What if something 
like that happens?” 

“| suppose, in time — after years and years of Wolfsbane — it is a 
possibility. But we will have children.” 

“How can you be so sure, Remus?” 

“Because, love, I’ve seen them,” he smiled. “A boy first and then a girl.” 
Her eyes grew shiny again and a shiver passed through her. “How 
have you seen them?” 

“In a dream.” 

“Oh Remus,” she said sadly, “dreaming of children could mean 
anything. It doesn’t mean it will come true.” 

“But | also dreamt of a crying baby that | could not find.” Tears stung in 


his eyes and it was his turn to shiver then. “I just didn’t know what it 
meant at the time.” They were both quiet for a few moments. 

“What else have you dreamt about that’s come true?” 

“Well,” he blushed slightly. 

“What?” She searched his face. 

“| dreamt of kissing you long before | had the courage to.” For a 
moment Remus looked into her kaleidoscope eyes and then leaned 
near to give her a slow, meaningful kiss. “And more than once | dreamt 
of that night in Stirling, exactly as it happened,” he added 
confessionally. 

“That’s the night | got pregnant,” she said quietly. 

“lve dreamt of the children more than once, too. And in that same 
dream, we are living at the house in Stirling and Bellatrix’s skull is in 
the river. The first time | had this dream was before | knew you’d put it 
there.” 

“Bellatrix is the only part that’s true, though.” 

“Not anymore.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, it was supposed to be your Christmas present but | guess I’ve 
rather slept away the holiday,” he said wryly. “I wrote to my father and 
told him we were married and asked permission to move into the 
house at Stirling.” 

“We're going to live there?” It was the first smile he had seen on her 
face since she arrived. 

“It’s better than that, love. Dad’s given it to us — the house, the land, 
everything — as a wedding gift.” 

“| don't believe it,” she breathed. 

“It’s true. | saved his letter, although | don’t seem to have it on me at 
the moment,” he looked down at his bare, bandaged chest. 

“You're too good to me. Better than | deserve.” Her eyes had teared up 
again. 

“| could say the same thing, love,” he said, kissing her. 

“But you’ve got to put up with such a blind, foolish wife.” 

“And you've got to put up with a gloomy husband who has the 
tendency to smother. What do you say to a truce?” 

She smiled. 

“| had something else for you, though.” 

“You mean these?” Without sitting up, Tonks fished into the side 
pocket of her cloak and withdrew the two small gifts he’d left for her the 
morning of Christmas Eve. She laid them on his belly. 

“What are they doing in your pocket?” he asked suspiciously. “You 
didn’t cheat, did you?” 

“No, husband. | didn’t really mean to bring them. It’s just, well, they’ve 
kept me company while you've been here.” 


“This one is just the key to the house. But open this one.” He couldn't 
help but smile as he pointed to the one in blue wrapping. 

“But | didn’t bring your gift with me,” a sad expression drifted across 
her face again, “I mean, the actual wrapped gift | have for you.” 

“| know, love. It’s okay. I'll open it later. Go on.” 

Tonks leaned on her elbow and carefully unwrapped the small parcel. 
The sight of the gold bands brought more tears to her eyes. 

“This one is yours. | had it charmed so it will change size when your 
finger does.” 

She looked at it in awe and then quickly tested it on several of her 
fingers — even her thumb — before leaning down and kissing him 
soundly. “I love it, Remus. And you got one too?” 

“| didn’t fancy a permanent tattoo,” he winked. 

“You are the most wonderful man.” 

For a long time she rested with him, her hand moving occasionally so 
she could watch her ring flash in the dim light. They had both become 
peaceful. Remus knew the Healers would soon come to check on him 
and no doubt they would be appalled to find Tonks there in his hospital 
bed. He didn’t care. She would stay right where she was until they 
made her go home. He kissed her forehead absently. 

“Remus?” she whispered sleepily. 

“Yes?” 

“| love you madly.” 
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Chapter 30: A Corner Turned 


Dumbledore’s visit had been a very pleasant one. Both Remus and 
Tonks had been looking forward to having the headmaster to their new 
home for months but his schedule had made it difficult to find just the 
right time. The Easter holidays were but two weeks away and as a 
former professor himself, Remus knew this meant the school was 
buzzing like a beehive. 

Tonks had said farewell to their guest and remained indoors to tidy up 
after the Sunday dinner while Remus took a turn around the garden 
with the older wizard. Spring flowers were everywhere and their gentle 
fragrance, along with the smell of fresh grass, joined the bright colours 
in entertaining the senses. 

“We are so glad you were able to join us today. It's been an honour 
having you here,” said Remus. 

“Oh it has certainly been my pleasure. | am reminded that it has been 
too long since | have witnessed the glory of a simple, normal life.” Just 
then there was a loud crash of broken dishes from inside the house 
and Dumbledore’s eyes twinkled. “Il am very happy for you both.” 
“Thank you.” Remus smiled. 

“You are looking very well, Remus, and | cannot tell you how relieved | 
am that you were blessed with a full recovery. As | have told you 
before, your value to us cannot be measured — either personally or in 
terms of our cause.” 

Remus felt the blush on his face. He still felt like a boy whenever 
Dumbledore voiced such kindnesses. “Thank you again, sir.” 

“Perhaps you are unaware that following your accident, Harry visited 
my office every day to ask after you and your health.” 

Remus laughed quietly. That sounded like Harry. 

“He was able to relax, a little, after you were released from St. Mungo’s 
— only inquiring every otherday instead,” Dumbledore peered 
pointedly over his glasses. “Despite his outward bravery, he clings 
more fiercely to those he loves than ever before.” 

“How are things going for Harry? | answered the letter | received from 
him during my convalescence but I’ve not seen him since Christmas 
Eve.” 

“By all accounts, with the predictable exception of Severus, Harry is 
doing very well in his studies. He is preparing himself as well as could 
be hoped and | believe he senses, as we all do, that his destiny is 
drawing near. He is a remarkable and resilient young man.” 

“He is.” Remus paused in thoughtful silence. “Tonks and | would like 
him to come and stay for a while this summer, if that’s possible. We 
feel he needs to experience a different environment than Hogwarts, his 


aunt’s house, and the Burrow.” 

“| agree, Remus, and yet his protection must remain our first priority. 
However, with the proper precautions | believe he might be considered 
safe enough in the company of two Order members, particularly when 
one is an Auror. I’m certain even Alastor would approve.” Dumbledore 
gave him a knowing smile. 

“We would love to have Harry and we’re willing to do whatever might 
be necessary.” 

They continued their stroll and Dumbledore remarked on the variety of 
flowers. Remus explained that many were from bulbs that his mother 
had planted years before, although the boldest and brightest of the lot 
had been added more recently by Tonks. She’d been making a lot of 
changes, getting them settled in and ready for his father’s impending 
visit. Somehow the headmaster was not surprised. 

“If you will allow a question, | am rather curious as to your decision 
regarding Newton Scamander. Have you reached any conclusions?” 
“lam considering his offer. But the decision is as much hers,” Remus 
tipped his head back toward the house, “as it is mine. It’s something 
we'll have to decide on together.” 

“Of course.” Dumbledore paused for a few moments before continuing. 
“In spite of your personal history with him it is a noble effort, Remus. 
Perhaps more noble because of your history. The Werewolf Register is 
overdue for a compassionate revision and | know of no one more 
qualified than you to lend it credibility.” 

“| realise that.” Remus hesitated. It remained such a difficult subject for 
him. 

“You doubt Scamander’s motives are genuine?” Dumbledore ventured. 
“| think that would be fair to say.” 

“| see.” 

Remus sighed and studied the dew that had collected on the tips of his 
shoes from his stroll through the wet grass. “I can’t seem to get past it. 
Past him. He was already an infamous beast hunter back when | was 
first bitten and | grew up living in fear of him and what he represented. 
All my instincts are against his explanation that he’s had a change of 
heart. It seems more likely that he’s only had a change of 
circumstance.” 

Dumbledore nodded silently. 

“He has owled me twice since | was released from St. Mungo’s and his 
letters have contained more information about his ideas and in what 
areas he feels positive change might be made.” 

“Scamander has sealed his laboratory in Salisbury and returned to 
Brazil, | understand.” 

“That’s what his letters indicate, yes.” 

“It may be that no place will be far enough from Britain, no jungle 


dense or remote enough to ensure his safety now that he has 
displeased his benefactors and interfered with a Death Eater plan. | 
fear for him.” Dumbledore’s manner was grave. “But you may be right. 
A marked man would think it time to transfer his allegiance, especially 
if the gesture might afford him protection from the Ministry and the 
Order.” 

“Has there been any indication he’s in immediate danger? Has 
Nigellus discovered any new information from his visits to the 
summerhouse painting?” 

“Nothing of significance. It would seem that all has grown terribly quiet 
at Malfoy Manor and perhaps that is the greatest sign of danger. After 
all, it is only a matter of time before Lucius and the others either 
escape or are freed from Azkaban.” 

They walked on for some time in silence. 

“But if Scamander were to prove himself sincere,” said Dumbledore 
thoughtfully, “it would be a shame if he were to lose his life before his 
desire to make amends might be realised.” 

Remus knew Dumbledore was trying to foster justice without exerting 
any undue influence. But it was hardly necessary; Remus understood 
that Scamander had, in a way, sacrificed himself the moment he had 
defied Narcissa Malfoy. 

“Tonks will have to decide if she wants to risk her career in that way,” 
Remus said finally. “If | participate in revising the Register, the truth of 
her lycanthropy will surely come out. It’s not a decision | want to make 
for her.” 

“And that is something to consider,’ Dumbledore conceded. “The 
Order benefits greatly from her status as an Auror and we can ill afford 
to lose that advantage. While the reform would benefit all werewolves, 
unfortunately the mind of the average citizen is slow to change. This is 
true even within the Ministry that should support it.” 

“On the other hand, it’s only a matter of time before her condition 
becomes obvious anyway. While we’re not shouting it from the 
rooftops, we’re also taking no steps to hide our marriage. As it 
becomes more widely known, those who know what | am will assume it 
was secondary to the blood bond.” 

“This is true.” 

“And from now on, Tonks is not going to age normally. She can’t work 
at the Ministry for fifty years and still appear to be in her mid-twenties 
without someone noticing,” Remus said wryly. “She soundly rejects my 
clever solution of aging powder and is insisting that | stop taking it as 
well. My wife seems to feel that the apparent age difference between 
us is quite enough already.” 

Dumbledore smiled but made no comment. 

Remus sighed again. “I don’t know. | have mixed feelings about 


working with Scamander on the Register. | guess | need more time to 
sort things out. We will keep you informed as to our final decision, of 
course.” 

“| trust you will rely upon my assistance, should you require it?” 

“Yes, sir.” Remus smiled. 

Dumbledore sighed heavily. “It is indeed restful here,” he said, his 
voice distant as he surveyed the landscape in the gathering evening. 
“In many ways it has not changed since my first visit so many years 
ago.” 

“| remember that day. Don’t imagine | will ever forget it.” 

“Oh perhaps expansion has brought the Muggles somewhat closer. 
And the trees have certainly grown and matured,” he smiled 
mysteriously, “but then, haven’t we all?” 

“Yes, | suppose so.” 

“| have encouraged and nurtured many students during my tenure at 
Hogwarts, Remus, but none have made me more proud than you.” 
Remus was speechless and felt it might be easiest to admit it. “I don’t 
know what to say.” 

Patting him on the back, Dumbledore laughed softly. “No need. You 
must forgive the ramblings of a befuddled old man who’s had too much 
wine with his excellent meal.” 

Long after Dumbledore had left, Remus sat upon the top step of the 
gazebo and leaned against the frame, half a glass of red wine in his 
hand. It was getting difficult to see much detail in the deepening 
twilight, not to mention it was also quite chilly now that the temperature 
had dropped with the setting sun. He listened to the quiet of the 
country; it was punctuated only by the croaking of a few spring frogs 
that had already hatched in the stream. 

It was impossible to label the feeling he got from knowing that what 
remained of Bellatrix Lestrange was in that stream as well. It was a 
mixture of hope, prideful accomplishment, regret, and conviction. It 
wasn’t that he regretted his decision or Bella’s demise. In truth, the 
event had bound him to Tonks in the first of several significant ways 
and he couldn't feel sorry for it. Nevertheless, it was sobering. 

When they'd moved into the house, Tonks had suggested that she 
should move her aunt’s remains to the cemetery on the grounds of 
Malfoy Manor — in secret of course. But Remus had ultimately talked 
her out of it, feeling it was important that they never allow themselves 
to forget what he had done or its implications. Although he was asking 
her to live with the constant memory too, Tonks had accepted his 
decision without question. 

All that they had experienced together since Sirius’s death had made 
changes in both of them, but perhaps Tonks the most. Remus was 


aware of how his influence affected her, how much her life had been 
altered because of him. And while she seemed somehow older now, 
more introspective and calm — she had recovered from their personal 
setbacks and remained as bright and positive, energetic and hopeful 
as ever. 

It was difficult to say who influenced whom the most. 

Remus could swear that he and Tonks grew closer with each passing 
day. Not in the large, dramatic leaps that had defined their relationship 
at first, but in subtle, more conventional terms. They were getting used 
to each other’s ways, of living together, of working through issues and 
feelings together instead of as separate people. It was, as Dumbledore 
had hinted, the decidedly normal experience of marriage. Of two 
people in love. 

Normal was not a word Remus was accustomed to using in connection 
with his own life. However, he truly was about as close to living an 
ordinary life as a werewolf fighting against Voldemort’s tyranny could 
ever hope to get. He had a wife, a home, and a useful position within 
the Order — and it was really only the beginning. Tonks had given him 
a whole future to look forward to. 

He now had a chance for the kind of life that neither James nor Sirius 
had lived long enough to have or appreciate. Remus had always 
believed himself to be the unluckiest and least likely of the four to find 
happiness and yet things had turned out quite differently. If only last 
year someone had asked him where he would be at this time, he could 
never have guessed it. It was still like a beautiful, impossible dream at 
times... 

A squeaking hinge on the upstairs window broke his reverie. 

“You don’t plan on sitting out there all night, do you?” Tonks called 
down. There was no longer enough light to see the features of her 
face. 

“No, love. | was just thinking.” 

“That sounds dangerous,” she said smartly, resting her elbows on the 
windowsill. “Aren’t you cold?” 

“I’m getting there.” 

“Well if you come inside, I'll warm you up,” she said slyly. 

He watched his wife take a small step back from the window. She 
reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it slowly over her head, 
then turned slightly to the side and hesitated. Light from the room 
beyond slid across her bare shoulder and chest, casting angled 
shadows across her rounded curves. Tonks held that pose for a brief 
and tantalising moment before she disappeared from view. 

Remus smiled into the darkness. The game had begun. 

Already feeling the twinge of excitement spreading through his body, 
he finished the last of his wine and made his way inside the house. He 


knew Tonks was waiting for him in their bed upstairs. She was 
listening to each of his footsteps as he walked quietly through the 
house, waiting to hear them upon the stairs. 

Although his heart had been considered fully healed within a month or 
so of the accident, it had taken Tonks a bit longer than that to trust 
herself, to not fear she would somehow hurt him again. But in time 
Remus had proved to her that he would not break and the open 
confidence she’d lost had returned. 

Even now he could sense that both her body and mind were filled with 
the expectation of his touch. But such a wicked sprite deserved to wait 
a little and Remus took pleasure in dragging out the anticipation. It felt 
good to be waging their silent, seductive campaigns again. 

He took his time closing up and locking the house, separating the 
embers in the lounge grate so they would cool. He closed the lace 
curtains and flipped through the post that Tonks had, in her 
nervousness, mislaid on the sideboard upon Dumbledore’s arrival. She 
had wanted everything to be perfect today. 

Refilling their wineglasses, Remus finally blew out the candles she’d 
left burning for him on the kitchen table and moved to the stairs. With 
each step he fell greater victim to his own game as his heart beat 
quickly in his chest. He knew she could feel the combined force of their 
mutual desire too; each need fed the other until it was nearly 
consuming. 

He stepped into the darkened room. The flames from the hearth sent 
yellow-orange streaks across the walls and ceiling. The fire reflected in 
her eyes as she watched him from where she sat up in bed, the 
slightest trace of a wild smile on her face. Remus was reminded of the 
night of her first transformation; the image of her lycan form flashed in 
his mind and lust radiated through him. 

Patience. 

Remus set his wineglass upon the bedside table before leaning across 
the bed to hand the other to Tonks. He stole a brief glance at how the 
light linen had melted over her body and she seemed confused by his 
casual manner but took the glass from him without a word. 

“Thank you for today, love. Everything was wonderful,” he said calmly, 
slowly shedding his clothes and tossing them onto the corner chair. 
She sipped her wine and watched his every move. 

“The pie was terrible.” 

“It was notterrible. | had two pieces.” He reached for his glass and 
slipped carefully into the bed, moving beside her until their skin 
touched from shoulder to leg. 

“That’s only because you didn’t want me to feel bad.” 

“If it was so terrible, why is there none left?” 

“Because | tossed the rest in the bin.” She smirked and looked at him 


out of the corner of her eye. “It’s no use, Remus. I’m wise to you.” 

“All right, you’re right,” he sighed, “it was terrible.” He hid his smile by 
taking a big swallow of wine. “But | love you,” he offered. 

“There are loads of better ways to show it than suffering something 
wretched for pudding,” she said silkily. 

Her free hand disappeared beneath the linen and he watched its 
outline move until it closed around him. It gently teased for only a few 
moments before it retreated and Remus released the low growl that 
had welled up inside. That wicked hand never played fair. 

His thin veneer of patience now completely shaken by her boldness, 
Remus drained his wineglass and barely managed to set it aside. As 
Tonks twisted away to put her glass on the bedside table he drew the 
linen away from her, nudging his knee between her legs and then 
sliding his body between them. 

He dimly heard the clink of the glass being set down awkwardly as he 
swiftly pulled her lower in the bed. Her breathing stopped for a moment 
when his mouth closed over a breast. Remus eased her down slightly 
and yet she pressed against him. The thin air around them crackled. 
The warm insides of her thighs held him still and the hand now woven 
into his hair guided his mouth where she willed. Deceptively soft and 
yielding, she knew just how to touch him, just how to offer her body, 
just how to make him kiss her until he lost control. 

For a moment he held her eyes. This place, this instant in time was like 
a slipstream; it was always the last bit of reason before they would be 
drawn into the swirling current. She was breathless and trembling. The 
feel of her flesh beneath his hands and the pleading words she 
breathed against his lips held him in dedication and when she gave 
herself to him, he did not hesitate. 

She pulled him down then and her ragged voice was at his ear, saying 
his name. He knew her body as well as his own and could feel the 
tension building inside her with every thrust. The wordless sounds she 
made were like soft howls and even on this moonless night his blood 
burned. Remus silenced her with a deep, suffocating kiss and they 
moved together, harder and faster, until their bodies seized and 
shuddered. 

For some time after she lay quietly in his arms, all warm and peaceful 
and glowing. For Remus, these quiet times were the best. It was just 
the two of them and all the problems of their world seemed so far 
away. He lazed on the edge of sleepiness, watching the shape and 
length of the shadows on the ceiling change as the fire burned low. 
“What if he doesn’t like me?” Tonks asked suddenly, her voice 
sounding very small. 

“Who? You mean my father?” 


She nodded. 

Remus sighed softly. “He’ll love you. There’s no question.” 

“Really?” She didn’t look at him. Instead her eyes followed the finger 
that traced her favourite scar again. “I’m afraid I'll be too much of a 
surprise to him. That I'll do something stupid and clumsy—” 

Remus swept a finger over her lips. “Don’t worry, love.” He leaned over 
and kissed her deeply, then pulled back to look in her eyes once more. 
“Besides,” he said through a smile, “nothing you could possibly do will 
surprise him more than the fact that the walls of the sitting room are 
now passion purple.” 

For a moment, Tonks stared at him with wide eyes before she began 
to giggle. It was contagious and Remus found himself laughing too. 
“Do you want me to change it?” she asked finally. 

“No, because this is your home now. You love the purple so we’re 
going to have the purple — and Dad will adjust.” He kissed her again 
and Tonks smiled before closing her dreamy, kaleidoscope eyes. 
Remus settled down beside her and let his mind wander, absorbing 
the sounds of the night. He felt a strange, nostalgic comfort as he 
listened to the familiar creaks and groans the old house made as it 
shivered in the cool, spring night. He could hear the gentle rhythm of 
his wife’s breathing as she slept. The frogs in the stream. Remus 
finally drifted to sleep as well, feeling he must truly be the luckiest of 
men. 

In light of what’s happened. 


KKK 


The End 


